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BUCKSKIN SAM’S LONG TRAIL 


A Stirring Romance of the Lone Star State 


CHAPTER I | The Bull-Fight 


IT was a gala day in the Alamo City. 


For many weeks it had been publicly announced that a certain 
noted purveyor to the amusement-loving citizens of Monterey, Mexico, 
would visit San Antonio, in the “Lone Star State,” and inaugurate a 
series of bull-fighis. sa 

The well-known manager of this noted Spanish exhibition had 
engaged half a dozen matadores, two of whom boasted of deeds and 
dexterity never equalled. 

The populace of San Antonio, at that time, was largely composed 
of Mexican, with a considerable deal of Castilian families. The 
remainder were people of an adventurous character, coming from all 
se ot the United States, with outcasts and adventurers from across 
the sea. 

At the appointed hour, on the eventful day of the fight, hordes of 
people wended their way towards the scene, coming from plaza and 
plain, and not the least conspicuous among them being the gaily- 
dressed senoritas, escorted by their shadows, the duennas, who kept 
faithful guard over their flirtations, except when a few silver pesos 
blinded them for a few moments. | : 

Sharing the honours of conspicuousness with the beautiful senoritas 
was a band of young horsemen who had won fame as Texas Rangers. 

A handsome, dashing set of men, ever jolly in the face of death 
dressed in fancy attire that gave them the look of dandies to those who 
did not know what gallant deeds had been theirs, and well mounted 
upon superb hhorses that seemed almost a part of their riders, it was no 
wonder that the beauties of San Antonio were gazing in admiration 
upon them, and that they were the heroes of the entire populace. 

At the head of this gallant troop of horsemen rode the hero of this 
a true story of Texas trails, Buckskin Sam—whose name was known 
along the length of the Rio Grande, and the breadth of the Lone Star 
State, as a man who never deserted a friend in. distress nor fled from 
deadly encounter with an avowed foe. | i 

Lariating their horses upon the prairie, Buckskin Sam and his 


ccmrades entered the canvas-enclosed space and took prominent posi-. . 


oe whence to view the entertainment. 
f moderate statue, slender waist, and broad shoulder am?’ | 
would attract attention for its look’ of strength and erat aan hi 
his face, darkly bronzed, and full of calm self-confidence would win 
-e4 re RD ra : ae petal the dread of an evil one. 
novher feature of the assemblage were a number of sport} 

of San Antonio, who also came in for their share of pear aki nd 
admiration, as there were heroes among them, too although of a dif} ) 
ent heroism from that of the Rangers. — 

And yet there were fair faces turned u 


the fandango queens, the bel 
BBR 2 S, e belle of whom 


pon them, especially frum 
was a brilliant coquette, 
te A 
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Mariana Coyen, a woman of strange character, who. under the rule of 
strong passions, would go to extremes in acts directly at variance with 
the dictates of her better nature. | 

Half an. hour before the entrance of the first bull every seat was 
occupied, and loud and impatient cries rang from all sides. t ean ) 

“Kl Torro—El Tor—rr—rr—o!” | 

‘Drive in yer fightin’ quadripids!” 

“Sling open yer corral an’ start yer fun!” 
marten out yer greaser-slayers, fer we is sp’ilin’ fer suthin’ enjoy- 

Such were the yells that filled the air, until the ruder element reigned 
supreme and the audience became a mob, to calm which Buckskin 
Sam coolly drew his revolver and fired at the gilt arrow that acted 
as a weather-vane on the top of the centre-pole of the arena. 

The first shot struck it fairly on the dart and spun it round, and 
then rapidly flashed the Ranger’s revolvers held in each hand, and the 
metal arrow was kept flying round and round, for, marvellous to say, 
not a bullet missed its mark. 

This wonderful exhibition of marksmanship quieted the crowd until 
the appearance of the matadores in the arena. | 

These agile, sinewy, sharp-eyed bravos were gorgeously attired in 
close-fitting silk leggings profusely buttoned, fringed shirts, and short- 
waisted jackets of red and green, richly embroidered with gold, their 
long hair oiled, perfumed, and bound up in a queue behind with flaunt- 
ing ribbons. :) } 

The principal matadore was a wiry man of some forty years of age 
who carried a crimson flag in inis hand. ii rae Set 

Drawing up in a crescent curve, they made a low bow to the audience, 
amid loud vivas, and then commenced a rigid examination of the arena _ 
—as the smallest stick or stone might cost a life. yy ee Be ¥ 

It is only with the final phase of the bull-fight that we have to deal. 

Five bulls had been beaten from the arena covered with banderillas 
and blood—with but just life enough left to stagger back to the corral. ~ 
At last as noble a beast ag ever spurned prairie turf was being prepared 
for the lists. Loud cries of “El torro nigro!” came from the Mexicans 
in the audience. 

A side-gate was opened, and into the arena galloped the manager 
upon a fiery mustang, gaily caparisoned, holding a long, glittering 
lance in his hand. The hurried orders of the manager, the quick 
glances and excited manner of the matadores, showed that the 
encounter before them was no child’s-play. a 

The audience became aware that the grand event of the day was 
about to come off, and all eagerly watched the entrance-gate, and, — 
as the signal horn sounded, a deathlike silence fell upon the vast — 
concourse, broken only by the fierce bellowing of the enraged bull. 
Fach matadore stood with watchful eyes, braced for. the charge, with 
barbed bars of steel, to which fireworks and fluttering ribbons were 
attached, in hand, which were to be stuck in the animal to increase 
its rage. | 

At tho sounding of the second ‘horn the gates were thrown open, and — F 
a magnificent bull, black as ebony, and as glossy as a racehorse, entered’ ~~ 
the arena. Ne : . 

It stood, a perfect type of prairie freedom, with eyes inflamed by ‘ 
fury, pawing madly at the earth, its long slender horns tipped with 
black, glittering, like lance-points, and as sharp. ; ee 

The bull gave one amazed, furious look at the flaunting red flag in its 
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front held by the chief matadore, one half-frightened, hurried glance 
about, as the vast audience gave a yell of admiration, and then the 
beautiful beast advanced very proudly, with head erect, snifing the 
air, into the arena. 

As the huge gates slammed behind the animal, its whole frame 
tr-mbled for a moment at the strangeness of the scene before it. . 

-~ Twas but for a moment. The red flag tauntingly fluttered but an 
‘instant, when, with one grand gathering of all the immense muscular 
power in its frame, the bull sprang forward into the midst of the 
matadores. 

In another moment the beast stood upon the opposite side of the 
arena, trampling the red flag beneath its feet, two of the matadores 
were swinging from the safety wings, some were crouching in the 
holes, others had leaped over the barriers, while the manager on his | 
mustang, which snorted and pranced in terror, was spurring for dear 
life towards the entrance-gate. ; . 

A deep bellow, a cloud of dust, and like an arrow sent from the 
bow sent the maddened brute towards the man and mustang. 

The former in an instant comprehended his great peril, as none of 
his matadores were in the ring to draw the bull from him with their 
flacs. Quickly he attempted to turn his horse and point his lance; 
but before this movement could be accomplished the furious beast was | 
upon him, and one long, glittering horn pierced the mustang. eee 

The manager quickly shook his feet clear from the stirrups—as the 
horse gave a spasmodic leap into the air and fell dead against the 

; idea with a face ghastly as. death, clambered to a place of 
_ Safety. ae 
The chief matadore then approached with a new flag in front of him. 
One lunge of the bull, a quick leap aside by the matadore without 
changing the position of the flag, and the horns of the bull were again 
ornamented with red flags, while a banderilla was plunged deep into 
the shoulder of the beast, thereby adding to its fury. 

Tearing the flag from its horns, in an instant the fierce brute 
sprang in pursuit of a matadore who was running to escape by leaping 
the barrier.” caught the man on its horns, throwing him high into 
the air, to the horror of the spectators. One bound and the long, 
tapering horns went crunching through the body, which, amid cries 
of horror, was hurled again into the dusty air, and fell within ten 
fect of the Barrier. . ; 

At this same instant, with a pent-up cry of agony, Mariana Coyen, 







the beautiful Queen of the. fandango, leaped the barrier and, flitting 
o, gare as per proper form of the mangled bull-fighter 
nderiy took his head upon her breast, kneeli : 
stained Bra p ; eeling upon the blood 
e bull stood with lolling tongue and flashing eyes, not six feet 
from Mariana, who rocked to and fro the head of the dying vant 
The audience rose to their feet, but were chained there by the 
harrowing scene. f 
Thus for one awful moment the tableau remained, for the a 
of ‘the woman holding the dying man seemed to have Datalysnasane 
matadores with terror, and one and all stood spellbound. 
i a et gg a pena ve form suddenly forced his way to the 
with an agi | arrl 
instant ni, ae eoomm guile leap cleared the barrier, and wag the next 
ut he did not stop there, as a few stri i Oe} 
On pedes dcp oe ee rides brought him between the — 
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lip were two words: 

“Buckskin Sam !” 

But how was Sam, brave as he was known to be, to save the dying 
man and the heroic girl from instant death when the trained mata- 
dores feared to meet the maddened beast? De 

But cool as an icicle Sam stood while the bull now turned iis” 
flaming eyes upon. him as its foe, who quickly drew his revolver and 
held 1% in a hand as firm as iron. 

The audience held their breath in horror, and cautionary cries came 
from the Texans as the report of the revolver burst sharp and quick 
upon the air, mingled with a piercing shriek. 

At the instant the pistol belched forth its deadly messenger the bull 
gave one bound into the air and fell dead at the feet of Buckskin 
Sam, who quickly placed his foot upon the head of the huge brute, 
and then cast his eyes towards the point from which had proceeded 
the shriek at the moment of his seeming peril. 

He saw m that glance a beautiful Castilian girl being borne away 
in a dead faint. He caught but a glance of her features, but in that 
glance he photographed them upon this brain. | 

Wild, hearty, prolonged cheers rent the air, and Sam doffed his 
sombrero to the admiring crowd as he assisted Mariana to her feet 
and Cavern her over to her friends, for the matadore had breathed 
this last. | 

The bull-fight was over, and the most exacting could not but admit 
that they had had their money’s worth of tragedy. 

From what could be gathered from the weeping Mariana, she had — 
seen the matadore but twice Since his arrival from Monterey; but 
that limited acquaintance had been sufficient to cause her to risk her 
life for him. 

Now homeward went the motley crowd, while Buckskin Sam, accom- 
panied by his Texan friends, repaired to the Plaza House, their place 
of rendezvous in San Antonio. 


Then from the vast assembly went up one loud cry, and upon every 


CHAPTER II The False Friend 


NEARLY a score of years previous to the opening of this romance there 
lived in great pomp and luxury, a league from the main plaza of 
Monterey, an old Spaniard of the name of Rafael Castro, with hig 
family, which consisted of a wife and son, their only child. 

This son, Jose Castro, after having completed his studies under private 
tutors at home, had been sent to Cuba to receive a polish to his edu- 
cation in the gay city of Havana. Upon his return home, an elegant 
gentleman, he was accompanied by a fellow-student, who also claimed 
hig rank and vast riches in Old Spain. ; , ) 

Lorenzo Brogado, for such was the mame of Jose Castro’s friend, was 
received with warnr welcome by Don Rafael and his wife, who rejoiced 
that their son had an associate worthy of his own blue blood. 

With the stables well stocked with fleet steeds, the cellars filled with 
choice wines, the two young men had every prospect of enjoyment, UT Gye 
recently slaves to their books, they now galloped over the extensive 
rancho and often into the city of Monterey, where they had the entree 
into the most aristocratic circles of society. A constant round of 
pleasures of some weeks’ duration followed, during which Lorenzo 
Brogado was forced, by the non-arrival of funds from his parentg in 
Spain, to borrow somewhat heavily from his friend Jose. ) 
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- The manner in which so many doubloons were disposed of by Lorenzo 
at last became a perplexing subject of deep thought to Jose, until, 
searching in the city for him during one of his many unaccountable 
absences, he found Lorenzo much engaged in betting at monte at one 
of the many gambling houses. Pained though he was, he made no 
remark; but it caused hiny many an anxious hour. | 
_ A short time aiter the discovery both he and Lorenzo attended a ball, 
~ @iven by the Alcalde of Monterey, where both young men were intro- 

uced to a beautiful girl who had just entered society, and who also 
belonged to a family who prided themselves on their wealth and lineage. 

The name of this lovely creature was Marietta Panaloza, and it was 
no wonder that both Jose and Lorenzo became smitten by ther many 
charms of education, beauty, and character. — 

Suffice it-to say that Jose Castro eventually became the accepted lover 
of Marietta, and that upon the rejection of Lorenzo his villainous nature 
became unveiled. He leagued himself with bandits, and at their head, 
upon the night of the nuptials of Jose and Marietta, attacked the 
hacienda and attempted to abduct the bride. | 

Although this diabolical project was not successful, the fiendish rovers 
of the chaparrals shot both Don Rafael and his wife Inez, they dying 
before the defenders of the hacienda succeeded in driving the bandits 
from the grounds, and without being permitted to give their blessing 
to Jose, their dearly-loved son. : 

Jose and Marietta, filled with grief, took up their abode in the old 
hacienda, but were kept in constant alarm by the frequent attempts of 
Lorenzo to avenge himself upon his rival in love. | | 

Shortly after the birth of a daughter, who was christened’ Lena Castro 
Don Jose was called away from his home on public matters, and in his 
absence the rancho was again attacked by the bandits and Marietta 
captured and taken to the mountain retreat of the band, the infant 
child escaping only through the efforts of its nurse, who secreted herself 
with the little one in the shrubbery of the garden. This nurse was the 
only servant left at the hacienda upon the return of the master | 
_ In a frenzy of grief Don Jose employed for months a number of men 
well armed and mounted, and at their head scoured the country, hi h 
and low, far and near, for ‘his lost wife; but in. vain. Fearing, from the 
past, the power of his enemy in the future, he sold out his entire estat 
and, well disguised, with his daughter and the faithful nurse he Saeretly 
- etltag see es rae. BOD IS bgt there his vindictive maar $ 

gado, would never find hi b him of hi 
we ee child Lena. srcaies er BM inp ony iy 
ne of the grandest homes in San, Antonio was t: ) | 
Oger the ehirtnae et sap ae were wont 16 an rie enhta ih 
tere to others, to his daughter he was ever g and | ! 
ee oa ergy gies in his Manis Hr sibsbeest pies Nial ae ayn ie he 
) j]- : hi | 
beautiful liken! Paco i ph NON ll 7 bay Uae of the 
he had gone to the exciting exhibition, the gala pine ee wit wie 
story. ) sce at opens this 

Two things had particularly | i 
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to fix his dying gaze upon her. His eyes would roam to the beautiful 
face of Lena Castro, and there dwell with unfathomable stare. _ 

This strange look Lena noticed, ay well as did her father, but neither 
spoke to the other regarding it. , 

The other cause of distress to the Don was the shriek given by Lena, 
at the danger of Buckskin Sam when he fearlessly sprang to the rescue 
of the dying matadore and the Fandango Queen, and her fainting at 
the risk he ran. iene 

But upon this subject also the Don had not spoken to Lena, though 
now as he sat alone in his library he mused deeply upon the scenes. 

“TI fear that my-child has in some way met this young Ranger,” he 
muttered, half-aloud, “though she has never spoken to me on the 
subject. Ah, me! what if she should love him, as her deep emotion 
most certainly leads me to believe. J will send for her, and find out 
just how deeply she is interested in him,” and, tinkling a silver bell, 
Don Jose bade the servant who answered its summons to ask the 
Senorita Lena to come to the library. 

A few moments only he waited, and, the door opening, Lena swept 
into the room. | 

Dressed in. a snowy robe that set off her dark beauty to perfection, her 
father gazed on her in rapt admiration as he took her hand and led 


her to a seat. 


“T hope my daughter has fully recovered from her indisposition of the 
morning,” gaid Don Jose, kissing her affectionately. 

“Wholly, father; it was foolish in me to be so overcome at the look of 
a man, I did not know.” . 

“The look! You mean the danger of the young Ranger ?” 

“No. father; the look of that dying matadore overcame me, for it 


made me very nervous, and J saw in it a presentiment of evil.” 


Don Jose turned deathly pale, but trying to hide his fears, he 
answered : 

“T, too, noticed his strange look, and somehow his face haunted me 
like a Vision in a dream, as though I had seen it before; but, my child, 
I feared that your fainting, when tke Ranger whom they call Buckskin 
Sam placed his life in peril, showed a deeper interest in him than a- 
young girl should feel for one who was not an accepted lover.” 

“No, father, I feel only kindly towards the Ranger, though it is true 
I have met him before, as he it was who so severely punished the wild 
cowboy that day for throwing hig lasso and catching my horse.” 

, “Ah, he it was. You said only then that it was a handsome young 
Ranger; I owe him gratitude, and shall thank him when next we meet. 
Now, Lena, I wish to speak to you upon a subject near my heart.” 

“T am listening, father.” 

“T wish you to go more into society, and to mingle with men and 
women, for there are good families here, as you know; and, my 
child, there ig one whom I would be willing to see you love. It is 
Augustin Siliceo. He is a wealthy gentleman, and well fitted to make 
you happy, and I have had a letter from him asking the honour of 
offering you his attentions. Remember, [ do not pledge you to him, only. 
I know of no one I would rather see your suitor. Now, my child, you 
may accept the invitation to the dances that are given here, and I iknow 
you will reign supreme asa belle. Now we will go for a drive.” ~ ida 

A. little later the stylish equipage of Don Jose Castro astonished the 
citizens of San Antonio by driving through the streets. es 


~ 





Where there’s a News Shop there’s an “Aldine” 


< 


THE RANGERS’ - BIVOUAO 


CHAPTER III The Rangers’ Bivouac 


SAN PEDRO SPRINGS, situated a mile from the main plaza of San 
Antonio, have long been a boon to the tired traveller, coming as he does 
across the burning sands, with no moisture to soothe his parched tongue 
after a long and dreary trail from the northern plains. Ath 

Out of the limestone ledge gurgles the limpid water, and around 1t 18 
a grove of trees that cast upon it a cooling shade, while trailing vines 
and festoons of Spanish moss make it a retreat that seems a paradise to 
those who have been facing the heat of the sun for many a dreary mile 
across the plains. 4 : 

And here upon the night following the day of the tragical bull-fight 
a picturesque scene is presented to view, for it 19 a bivouac of Texas 
Rangers, a band of roving, daring spirits that have made their names 


feared upon plaza, plain, and in the wild chaparrals. 


Among these Rangers are those who were at the bull-fight with Buck- 
skin Sam, whose daring deed and deadly shot were the theme of conversa- 
tion around the camp-fires. bane 

Indolently lying upon their serapes, smoking and talking, were men 
who have won names in Texas as the bravest of the brave. The one 


- humming a love song in a low voice ig Reckless Joe. ‘Close to him are 


the daring brothers known the South-west over as the Fighting Thomp- 
sons, Bill Lambert, Tom Clark, the Ranger Spy, Rio Grande Biull, and 
others, all dressed in the jaunty style of the Rangers, with top boots, 
buckskin leggings, with rows of silver buttons down the outer seams, 
embroidered shirts and jackets, and a black slouch hat with a silver star 
looping up one side of the broad brim. 

Other members of the band were less fancifully attired, and their 
dark faces and worn clothing showed that they had lately been on trails. 

Among these were men famous in the annals of border warfare, for 
Big Foot Wallace, Dutch Pete, Hoggy Bennett, Jack Hodge the Stage 
Driver, and Clown the Apache Scaip-taker were there. 

At the camp-fire, bustling about with all the extra airs and gestures 
of a French cook, was a negro some forty years of age. This was Austin, 
the most polite and polished negro in Texas, he having travelled all 
over Europe with his master, where he had picked up _ aristocratic 
notions and foreign languages. 

Everybody knew Austin, who prided himself on being intimate with 
2 = members of the State Government, more especially with Governor 

ouston. 

“That bull-fight was a big thing,” observed Bill Lambert opening hie 
conversation, “and Buckskin Sam made his point as usual. He always 
makes his move before anyone else gets things through their head. The 
way he made that leap from the barrier, clear over Mariana’s head. and 
faced that bull, was a sight worth seeing; but I’ve seen him do things 
up just as neat before.” 3 

“There was one thing in connectio with the full-fight,” spoke up 
Daring Bill (Bill Thompson), “that didn’t, T reckon, get the notice I 
gave to it. *Twas when Sam stood in front of the bull, and the matadore 


_ was dying. The matadore drew Mariana’s head down and whispered in 


ier ear, at the same time by a look directing her attention to the sp 

where Lena Castro, the prettiest girl in San Antonio, sat with her Fe ttt 
The way I put it up was this: The matadore had biz with Lena Castro. 
and his death would bar his game—or the game of his employer—for I 
know such a low-down bull-fighter couldn’t have anything to do with a 
high-born Castilian family like the Castros. That his biz was of 
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importance was shown by its being held as high as his religion. There 
was but a short breath between the communication and his last prayer 
i he pressed this blessed medal, which hung to hig neck, to his dying 
lips. i 
“The next thing which impressed me , and stamped this more vividly 
upon my mind, wag this—as the bull made its last lunge at Sam this 
same Lena Castro gave a piercing scream and went off in a dead faint... 
If Sam hhain’t got a soft thing on gaining the affections of Lena Castro. 
with all the blue blood in her veins and doubloons around her ranch, 
then J’ll never spread another lay-out nor sling a card.” _ 

“I’m a tam Tu’ch mule triver, dat I knows,” added Dutch Pete; “put 
I have seen all dat you dalks apout, Pill, an’ some more as dot. I watch 
dat pull-sticker ven he vas so clost to Mariana I cude shust shute dat 
Gre’zer if der pull ’adn’t killed him, an’——” 

Here the whole party broke into a roar of laughter, for Dutch Pete’s 
language, and the vim he put into his words, told plainly that he had a 
soft spot in his heart occupied by the Queen of the Fandango. 

“Waal, I hope to lose my next stake, boys,’ spoke up Fighting Ben, “ if 
something amazing exciting don’t come out of it. I think as Pete does. . 
When things commence in San Antonio as they did to-day, they don’t 
end right away. We’ll have a trifle of fun, see if we don’t. When 
blood ig spilled near the Alamo, even if it is Greaser and bul] blood, there 
will be sure to follow shooting and cutting of some shape, and I reckon — 
we boys’l]l come in for a hand in the deal. Something’s in the wind, or 
Buckskin Sam would be here before this.” : eet 

“T kinder kalkilate myself that Sam’s a-nosing round for news,” said 
Big Foot Wallace as he wiped his bowie, drank the last of his coffee, and 
drew his sleeve across his beard. ‘Ef thar’s any thet counts towards 
a rumpus he’ll get hold on it, bet yur sculp. I hain’t seen. such a great 
matter o his company; but what I has, Ill be squar’ enuff ter own, makes 
me hanker after bein’ with him frequent an’ offen. As ter ther danged 
Greaser a-kickin’ ther bucket, thet won’t distarb my innercent seesters 
fer a single snore. Ef you fellas what ware up with Burleson has any- 
thing ter sling ’bout Sam on thet trip, my ears is open, as ther reds say.” 

“Well,” said Bill Lambert, picking his teeth with his bowie, “the frst 
time I ever saw Sam was on the Main Plaza, just as ‘he got his outfit and 
joined Burleson. He had bought Black Cloud from Martin Cam’ bell— 
we didn’t know the horse, or boy either, as 1t turned out. Our camp 
wags then at the San Antonio Springs, and five of us were going out. 
We bantered Sam for a race, thinking to have our fun at his expense, 
he being fresh from the States. We all ht out—and, boys, may I never 
see my darling Lou if he didn’t get to camp, get his rig off, and sit 
eating hig rations when we got in. He never said nothing, or got the. 
laugh on us by blowing to the other boys, and that made me like him | 
from the start. 

“When we got up to the Blanco Falls, not far from the Devil’s Back 
Bone, the whole crowd there were stripped for a.swim, and some of the 
dats went poking fun at Sam in regard to his verdancy as a Ranger. 
He got his blood up and dared amy and all to follow him. We didn’t 
know at first what he meant, but soon got our eyes opened. He took a 
run and made a flying leap off the rocks down into the poo] at the foot 
of the Fall. It’s all of fifty foot from the ledge, and nobody knew Hony- 
deep it was or how many jagged rocks there were hid away beneath the 
surface. We gazed down in wonder, never expecting to see Sam again; » 
but up he came, very weak, we could see by the way he swam, for he was 
under water a jong time, and——”’ 

“Waal, I jest be dog-goned intew a continental cucumber!” inter- 
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rupted Big Foot as he moved from his seat to get nearer to Lambert. 
“Yer don’t go ter say Sam leaped offen that place an’ come out piert on 
his pins? J has bin right thar an’ knows jist how things is sitowated. 
“Hold your horses, and I’ll tell you,” again commenced Bill. “He 
did come out OK, climbed up an’ stood dripping and panting on the 
rock, with folded arms, ; looking defiantly and contemptuously upon. the | 
2 





“Didn’t none o’ ther sapheads foller his jump ?” again interrupted Big 
Foot. 
“Yes,” replied Lambert, “five or six of us, Joe Booth, here, among 
the number. We felt as though we’d go it or get killed, and we made 
the riffle safe; but I don’t want any more such long jumps. When we 
got out, and again stood on the rocky shelf, we saw Sam wasn’t through 
yet, for he took a run away from the edge, and then faced the falls. 
Captain Burleson yelled at him not to go over again, but 1+ done no 
good. He tock a run, and I’ll be teetotally bamfoozled if he didn’t 
go over head first and went down like a shot, straight as an arrow. He 
didn’t wabble a hair nor make a break in the water a foot wide. Well. 
I might as well say that nobody followed him. Everybody stayed out of 
that pot. They couldn’t see him, you bet.” 

There was a laugh as Bill Lambert concluded his eulogy of Buckskin 


eee and then the Rangers resumed their discussion regarding the 
c 


ent bull-fight. 
At length their talk was interrupted by the quick clatter of hoofs, 
and the next instant there dashed into the camp Captain Phil Immeke, 
who cried in ringing tones as he drew rein: 
“Rangers, | come to you from Buckskin Sam, who needs your aid, for 
San Antonio is threatened by Cortina the Swamp Fox and his band.” 
One wild yell from the Rangers, and every man sprang for his ‘horse 
and five minutes later they were riding rapidly towards the Alamo Plaza, 
where they were to meet Buckskin Sam. 


e 


CHAPTER IV Ee. The Bandits’ Attack 


ON the arrival of the Rangers in the city they found the houses and » 
stores all closed, and darkness and silence rested upon all. But the 
shadows of night and the quiet were the calm before the storm, for armed 
men were crouching in secret recesses, awaiting the moment to move 
to combat when Cortina and his band should dash in on the town thev. 
expected to surprise. af 

Already had the town militia been called out, and the Vigilantes had 
done some deadly work upon traitors, as, in, front of the house of the 
peng priest, a dark form was swinging to and fro from the limb of 
a tree. | 

It was Contraband Jim, a noted Korse-thief and desperado. who 3 

been quickly settled by the Vigilantes. __ iL RRA aE 

__ At the “Bull’s Head” bar a party of Texans had gathered, and among 
them was Buckskin Sam, who was arranging with the town officers a 
plan of attack when Cortina should come into the town.. 
_Presently out of the mesquite bushes beyond the city dashed a troop. 
of horsemen, who, entering the plaza, rode up to the Bull’s Head Tin 
and attempted to break in the door. But with the first stroke the dcor 

Ww Lee. and a a Hat hea flashed in their faces, | 

> Zame 8 aloot, boys; go in and win!” cried Buckskin S 

well did the bandits know the Ranger yell that saleaa: i ia 
quickly to ae the foes they had not expected to meet. 
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Mounted on his beautiful mustang, Black Cloud, Buckskin San led the 
charge upon the bandits, and along the streets the fight raged, until the 
main plaza was reached, and then the enemy turned to flee, for they 
could not face the deadly revolvers of the Rangers. 3 

As Buckskin Sam wag about to start in pursuit he heard his name 
called, and beheld a man lying against his dead horse. 

‘Me speak with you, Buckskin Sam,” he said with an effort. <a 
_ “Yes, what have you to say to me?” asked Sam, seeing by the faint 
light of the rising moon that he was a Mexican and badly wounded. 

“Me Pedro—you save my life one time on Nueces—me tell you many 
Mexican hate you, and want to kill you. Me at bull-fight in disguise, 
and see you save Mariana, The matadore was paid to kill you, and 
Mariana was paid to help him, and then we was to take Senorita Lena 
to bandit camp.” | 

“Ah! that was your little game, wag it?” 

“Yes, me speak true now, for me die soon.” 

“You certainly are dying. Well, go on, if you tave more to say.” 

“Keep your eye on the Senorita Lena Castro, for they mean ter 
mischief.” 

“Ha! who means her mischief?” asked Sam. 

“Don Brogado, the Bandit Chief. Me die now—good-bye,” and the 
dying man closed his eyes and seemed anxious that death should come — 
and relieve him of his sufferings. | | 

As Sam turned away there suddenly pierced the air a wild shriek 
in a man’s voice, followed by a ringing cry for help. : 

It came from the direction in which the bandits had fled, and the 
next instant there dashed upon the scene a mule flying like the wind 
and bearing a man clinging to its back. | 

Quickly Sam’s revolver flashed, and a bullet brought the mule to 
the ground with a heavy fall, hurling the rider far from it. 

Springing like a panther into the air, with horror and despair in 
his countenance, he yelled: | | 

“Mother of Moses, don’t shoot ag’n, gentlemin! Sure, don’t yees 
see I’m afther surriuderin’, an’ ’avin’t avin a shillalah wid me to do 
yees harrum ?” : 

This speech was greeted with a deafening yell, which caused the 
Irishman to shake in his boots, followed by a burst of uncontrollable 
laughter from the party of Rangers which caused just as sudden a 
change of feelings in the person so unceremoniously introduced into 
their very midst. — 

“JT, hopes ter be jambusted intew hash by old squaws, an’ fed by | 
ther spoonful ter Piute pappooses, ef it ain’t Mick McFillinny!” sud- 
denly shouted Big Foot. “Whar in ther name o’ Kurnil Krocket did 
yer come from, Mick? An’ what’s in ther wind ter make yer skute 
this-a-ways ‘so almighty speedy an’ let loose yer music like a dyin’ 
panther cat?” 

“Musha!” exclaimed Mick, panting with excitement. “Sure, ’pon 
me sowl, I thought the hull worruld had gone crazy intirely. Faith, 
it’s yersel’s I was sure I was afther matein’ beyont here, an’ ridin’ 
like fiends ye ware, as I came discanterin’ along, an’ I gi’n a rousin’ 
yell fer bare joy, whin bad luck an’ the divil catch the spalpeens, who- 
iver they ware, they began to blaze at me wid pistols. Blood and ~ 
thunder! but it was an awful fright I got, an’ J g’in the mule a prod 
wid me knife, which made the baste mad as a hather, an’ afther raisin’ 
his heels to the moon as I put me arums around his neck he tuck me — 
like a irue friend through the whole batch, who were aifther goin’ 
+’other way as fast as Mick an’ the mule came this. Bedad, but ef the — 
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le had stood still I’d ’a’ killed the ’ole clutch o’ thim—yees needn't 
a laf. Sure it’s meself ’u’d be’n darin’ enuff ter do that same, but for 
the bluntherin’ mule, what kicked me gun into ther bushes an’ didn’t 
know fri’nd from foe.” 


CHAPTER V | The Nest on the Medina 


THE cause of the bandits’ onslaught upon the town was the arrest of 
two of their number whom they had sworn to rescue. One had been 
hanged, however, and the other was still in the hands of the authorities, 
anxious to see the end. 

Sam and his Ranger pards the next morning rode into town from 
the camp at the San Pedro Springs and arrived at the Military Plaza 
at the very moment that Marshal Burns opened the gaol door to Mus- 
tang Bob, telling that notorious horse-thief and desperado that he was 
free to go on his way, much to the surprise of the prairie outlaw. 

The Plaza swarmed with armed men, stern determination marked 
upon their countenances—and as Bob gained the Court House door, 
which opened upon the Plaza, and this, to him, fearful sight met his 
eye, he read his doom. 
~ Over the way he saw another foreboding sight which sent the blood 
from his face, leaving it of a deathly pallor—Contraband Jim swinging 
from the gallows-tree. ; | 

The instant Bob’s foot pressed the threshold the cocking of hundreds 
of rifles, shot-guns, and revolvers, broke ominously upon his ears, and 
full of fear he staggered against the door. But he braced himself, 
recovered his presence of mind, and glared, like a wild beast at bay, 
jnto the thousand piercing eyes, none of which showed a ray of mercy. 

“Hang me, gentlemen,” he cried, “if you will—but for mercy’s sake 
don’t shoot.” | | | 

This strange request was made not because he preferred to be hanged, 
but because he thought they would take him outside the city to execute 
him, and then there would be a chance for his friends to rescue him. 

As Bob yelled out his request he gave a glance behind him, the gaol 
door clanged, and the cell, from which he had gladly walked, and into 
which he would now have eagerly returned, was closed to him. There 
‘Was no refuge—there was no outlet for escape—and with another wild, 
fearful yell, such as is seldom heard from human lips, he sprang into 
the Piaza from the Court House door. | 

A huge bowie-knife, in the hands of one of the Vivilantes, flashed before _ 
his eyes. He grasped the blade firmly in his hand, but it was wrenched | 


out, cutting the hand clear across to the bone, while half a dozen brawny _ 
hands grasped him and held him firmly, panting and struggling, and =. 


led him slowly through the densely packed Plaza, to the south-east 
corner, where stood a mesquite-tree, which had often served for the 
dread purpose before. 

The yast crowd was still as death, and naught was! heard but the 
pleadings of Mustang Bob. A lariat with running noose was thrown 
over a limb, the fatal locp quickly adjusted, and the4 | 
prayers spent in wild cries for mercy. le 

» Time’s up, Bob,” spoke one of the Vigilantes, in a stern, firm voice 
holding his watch in his hand and marking the time ag coolly as for a 
race. ' 

It is an ugly sight under any circumstances to see a man han : 
when that man spends his last moments in cowardly pleading rae ane 
mercy, and struggles for life, then it is most horrible indeed. 
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So it was with Bob. Quite a serious scuffle occurred before his feet 
were tied fast and he swung clear from the ground, his body spasmodi-_ 
cally twitching up and down and the blood flowing from his wounded — 
hand down his clothing and spattering the earth below. , 

Not until the last gurgling gasp had been given—the last trembling | 
twitch of nerve—did the vast crowd heave a sigh of relief,.and speak 
in whispers, which ran through the observer unused to such scenes like 
whispers from the lips of death. | 

Before the Vigilantes had reached the fatal tree Buckskin Sam 
ae Black Cloud quickly, and facing the Ranger pards, exclaimed 
in a low voice: 4 

“Pards, I’ve stopped here long enough—I’m off on a lone scout to 
the Medina River, to see if I can pick up any information in regard to— 
this raid. If you boys lie around San Antonio forty-eight hours you’ll | 
see or hear from me. Adios, camaradas,” and touching his sombrero 
Sam guided his steed slowly through the crowd, the good wishes and _ 
adieus of his pards being given silently. | 

Cantering down a side street he turned south before reaching San 
Pedro Creek—then in a wild gallop, suited to his spirits, he sped on 
through the Mexican portion of the town, greeted from more than one > 
casa with compliments from silvery tongued senoritas, and in five. 
minutes was dashing like the wind clear of the town, through the 
mesquites, on the down-river trail toward Mission Conception. — . 

San Juan, San Jose, and Conception Missions were left far in the rear, 
the bridle reins hung loosely over the horn of the saddle, Black Cloud © 
needing no hand to guide, while his master, with his Sharp’s rifle in the © 
hollow of his left arm, inspected each clump of mesquites with lightning — 

lances. : 
. Still onward, with no slack in the headlong gallop, kept Black Cloud, 
until the timber which fringed the Rio Medina came in view. There | 
Sam and his mustang entered the dark shades and came to a halt upon 
the bank, under an immense live oak, literally shrouded in Spanish | 
moss and vines. ae | 

Just by his side, as Sam sat upon his horse, hung a large festoon of 
‘moss, drooping from the branches overhead. This was grasped by our | 
hero, and its meshes carefully parted, showing in its centre a bright, 
scarlet river-flower, fresh plucked and wet. | 
~ & look of pleasure and surprise overspread Sam’s features as he 
placed the flower in the coils of the glittering snake which served as 
sombrero band, and he gave an expectant glance upward. 

Suddenly there came a rustle from among the moss and leaves, and 
down the huge vine glided an Indian warrior, who immediately grasped 
the hand of the white man, pressed the same to his heart, and then stood, 
with folded arms, his eagle plumes mingling with the swaying moss. 

Silent as a statue stood the Indian brave, his left foot forward, his 
massive breast swelling with conscious strength and pride—a perfect. 
picture of symmetrical beauty, a god of the forest surrounded by 
Nature’s most lavish and luxurant beauties. 

For an instant the eyes of the Indian inspected the surrounding 
shadows, then rested with deep affection and friendship upon the other, 
totic sprang from Black Cloud, leaving the animal at liberty to browse 
Pas canner red and white men gazed into each other’s eyes, then 
Sam quickly drew his bowie-knite, whirled it over his head, and hurled 
it with great force, burying the weapon to the hilt in the turf between 
the feet of the Indian, who, as the steel flashed in his eye, never 
winked or moved a muscle of his stoical face. 
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Then Sam, pointing at the hilt projecting from the earth, exclaimed 
in a voice of earnest friendship: ste 

“Thus, Warlula, do I bury the knife, and with it all thoughts un-— 
friendly or suspicious. You are my brother. I now know you to be 
true as the steel beneath your feet. Houston, the great father of 
Texas, has said it, and his tongue isn’t forked.” 

A beam of pleasure overspread the countenance of the Indian, his 
form became a trifle more erect, his bosom now swelled with gratified 
pride, and he answered: 

“Tonkaway tribe true to father of Texas—true to Rangers—Warlula 
heap glad Buckskin his brother—know big sun come when no clouds 
know Warlula come when trail clear—Buckskin friends Warlula’s 
Sriends—when heap bad Mexican tie Warlula tree—try make tell where 
Rangers—spit in Warlula face—then come Buckskin—shoot quick—cut 
loose—save Warlula life—no care life—want die in fight—no care 
be kill by Greaser—want be shoot in fight—go on long dark trail, 
plenty scalps—it is enough when Warlulu forget Buckskin— . 
then go black—moon come no more—here friend totem !”’ 3 

Plucking one of ithe long eagle feathers from his headdress the 
Tonkaway placed it in the sombrero band, by the side of the scarlet 
flower which had told Sam of his red friend’s return from a long, lone 
scout and of his presence in the trele. 

Sam now took from his pouch a letter and gave it to the Indiam. 

z a This paper-talk is from Houston, the great chief of Texas, and in 
it he says: i aN 





“ «Warlula, the Tonkaway, is brave to a fault, true to the death 
to Texas, and no lies nestle upon his tongue. No better trailer between 
the Red and Bravo Rivers, and I have known and called him friend and 
brother for years.’ ” | ie 


“Heap good talk from great chief!” exclaimed Warlula proudly. — 
“Houston great warrior—paper-talk much good—lay on heart when go 
on long, dark trail—when lay down in big sleep—Great Spirit know 
Warlula heart white—say Warlula go Happy Hunting Grounds never 
dry, never tired, never hungry—it is good—Warlula heart heap glad.” 

“J wish half of the white men were as honourable as you are 
Warlula. But to business! Wien we parted you volunteered to show 
your gratitude for the service I was glad to do you by getting some 
information of different parties who make this section a dangerous 
place for a ranchero to locate in. How is it? Have your eyes been. 
age 0; “ost outniphagisiae ors thin ?” “dh sued 

ariula big trail go through thorns of Bravo—his eyes have 

open—Greaser dogs on war-path—many bad white re sala A hei 
trail point San Antonio—my white brother has seen them—he has 
heard the thunder of their guns—a little bird told Warlula big fight 
On. plazas—deaith-howls have filled the air on Alamo.” fing 

Warlula is right. The little bird sang a song of truth in his ear 
Many bad men, Mexicans and whites, were shot or hanged. We can 
take out our mustangs and not be obliged to sleep with the lariats in 
our hands. But did you find out nothing in regard to any other parties 
eri 9 re who were pine whipped last night?” | 

“ Warlula moccasins make many trails—he has seen more—so many” 
—indicating fifteen by opening and closing ‘his Be apgen cae 
camp down Medina—camp there’—pointing east—“no go svith others 


to San Antonio—wh | , | 
Greaser dogs talk.” en night dark Warlula crawl like snake—hear 
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“Where are these Greaser cutthroats now, Warlula, who so want 
my life? Ill give them a chance to take it if they think they can.” 

‘““When sun come, short ride—when mustang go fast, see camp quick © 
—no there now—gone San -Antonio—Warlula no break wor day 
come meet Buckskin—no follow trail.” 

“This is all the news you have, then, my red brother ?” 

“Warlula got more talk—big chief of hhorse-thieves on Rio Bravo— 
Cortina heap big camp on Burgos _.ountains. » 

‘“Wihat’s that?” exclaimed Sam, in surprise. “You have not been so 
daring as to cross the Rio Grande into Mexico alone?” 

“Warlula swim Bravo—Warlula ride fast—ride long for friend.” 

“Give me your hand again. I’m more than Satisfied. I’m proud to 
eall you brother,” replied Sam heartily. “Well, my red brother,” he 
added, - 1 must return to the city by way of that Greaser camp. I want 
to run in on the trail if Tecan. When shall I see you again, and where? 
You need rest for some time to come.” 

“Warlula never rest—no say where go—sometimes here, sometimes 
there—keep eyes open—Buckskin see red brother when ‘no think— 
Warlula watch trail of white brother—maybe so save scalp.” 

Sam gave a low whistle and Black Cloud came dashing up to his 
side, rubbing his nose affectionately ag cainst hig master’s shoulder:. 

The hand of red and white met in a warm, friendly grasp, which 
spoke more than words; eyes met, reflecting heart-clances of mutual 
regard, and Buckskin Sam sprang ‘into the saddle, waved his sombrero 
over his head, and then dashed down through the bottom timber 
towards the Greaser camp. ; | 

For a long time stood Warlula, his eyes fixed on the bushes, | 
which had been dashed aside as Sam sped down, stream. All was silent 
except the ripple of the river, and the , gentle whispers of the zephyrs 
through the mossy draperies. * 

Suddenly the Indian’s head turned towards ‘the north, his whole aspect 
changing to quick action; hig breast swelled, his nostrils expanded 
like a race-horse’s at the starting signal, and he sprang up the trail Sam 
had made coming from San Antonio. On reaching firm ground he 
threw himself prone upon the earth and rested his ear for an instant 
against the sward. Then, with a step as light and cautious asa pantirer 
stealing upon its prey, Warlula arose, returned to the tree, bounded up- 
among the branches and disappeared. 

Five minutes after the Tonkaway had secreted himself there came to. 
his ears the swish of branches and panting of hard-ridden steeds. 

Peering from his lookout he observed six fierce Mexican cutthroats 
ride beneath the tree, dismount, and examine the ground where, but a. 
short time previous, Sam and himself had stood. 

“Qaramba! the confounded Gringo has'again escaped us,” orowled. 
one of the party. “Surely El Diablo guards well hig muchacho,” 

“Carajo!” spoke up another, “I can shoot a Tonkaway as well as a 
Gringo.” And the speaker led his horse away*to a small, clear spot, 
removed the bridle, and secured the animal to a branch of "the tree. “am 

As ‘his comrades. went galloping down the trail made by Sam, he ‘ 

seated himself behind the long festoons of mogs, which hid him from 
the sight of anyone coming down the river. Then he took his pouch 
tobacco. aiid shucks, and making a cigarette, commenced to smoke, @ 
habit ta which his classy are so chained that they will indulge in | 
even when it endangers their lives. 

As the bandits rode away Warlula sprang from limb to limb, tar up 
into the tree, to an ingeniously constructed hut, made of reeds from the 
river, woven thickly together, and secured to the limbs of tha tree. 
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Here he produced a long, stout lariat. Returning to his former 
lookout, aot over the hiead of the Mexican, the Indian. fastened one 
end of the rawhide rope to the limb, and with ereat care and caution 
tavisting his limbs about the rope, began sliding slowly downward, this 
long scalping knife between his teeth. 

Gaspardo’s attention, from a slight noise up the river, became 
attracted in that direction, and the cigarette between this thumb and 
finger burned close to the flesh, causing him to throw it quickly from 


- Warlula tock advantage of this distraction, and sliding still further 
down, hung just over his head, the sombrero of the bandit shutting out 
from sight the awful avenger swaying from above. . 
The fingers of Gaspardo were buried again in his tobacco-pouch, when 
right before his eyes swung a long, glittering knife, held in a muscular 
hand of bronze, the steel gleamed only long enough for his dull brain to 
fully comprehend the sight. Next moment, with a groan of agony, 
Gaspardo fell backwards, his death-stricken eyes seeing for an instant 
a revolving figure in the air, and the next moment Warlula stood before 
him, his eyes flashing with the war spirit of vengeance. | 
“Greaser dog, sing death-song—no more spit Warlula face—when, tie 
Warlula to tree like dog, he say kill some time—Warlula never lie.” 
Stooping, the Indian drew the long knife round the head of the dying 
man, and with scalp in one hand, knife in the other, held high in the 
air, Warlula, with a wild, weird dance and guttural song of exultation, 
whirled around his victim for a moment. Then at length, seizing the 
body, he dashed it with great force through the branches, and it dis- 
appeared with a plunge and splash beneath the waters of the Medina. 
Then the glided quickly up the tree, but almost immediately descended, 
Stripped of this finery, holding a Sharp’s carbine in his hand, and with 
the long stride peculiar to his, people vanished amid the underbush, 
down the river, on the double trail of the bandits and his white brother. 


CHAPTER VI _. §Sam’s Desperate Fight. 


A LITTLE less than three leagues below the Alamo City, on the bank 
of the San Antonio River, there stands one of the numerous Catholic 
missions, built more than a century ago, which are found in every city 
and town of Spanish origin, from the Atlantic to the Pacific. In fact 
many of them stand isolated from the settlements, and had at one 
time under their control vast tracts of land, over which roamed count- 
less herds of cattle, horses, and mules. 
_ In and below the city of San Antonio are four of these ancient and 
imposing structures in a good state of preservation. They are named 
‘respectively the Alamo, San Juan, San Jose, and Mission Conception. 
The reader’s attention is called to the last-named upon the night 
following the day on which our hero had the interview with Warlula 
DA atmo ri hen pitoapte of the Medina. 
e ume of which we write it had become a rendezvou hiding- 
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rifle resting in the hollow of his left arm, his right thumb pressed 
upon the hammer, and ready for instant use. 
Nothing but the music of the waters and song of the insects of the 


night strikes his ear. Naught but wood shadows and sombre ruins 
meet this eye. 


It is evident that Sam only intends to make a short stop for the 
purpose of resting his hhorse, for he merely loosens the girth and slips 
the bridle-bit to allow the animal to feed from the rich, curly mesquite 
grass which covers the opening. i 

Leaving ‘his rifle wpon the sward at half-cock, the Ranger chief pulls 
some of the grass from the sod and rubs the reeking sides of Black 
Cloud, who still pants hard from his exertions. 

The inspection of the bandit camp and trails after leaving Warlula 
has kept our thero longer than he anticipated, but he is now on his way 
to San Antonio to rejoin his Ranger pards at the San Pedro Springs. 

While Sam was engaged rubbing the foam and perspiration from 
his prairie steed, speaking low words of encouragement well understood 
and appreciated by his dumb friend, the latter suddenly jerked up 
its head, stopped chewing, the grass hanging from its lips, and with a 
low snort gazed intently towards the up trail, north. | 

Sam instantly decided that mischief was in the wind, and, slipping 
mustang, every nerve and sense of each stirred to the utmost. 

They heard the dull clatter of horses’ hoofs coming in a desperate 
gallop towards the mission, the sound increasing until our hero 
distinctly interpreted the din to be occasioned by a number of horse- 
men in pursuit of one who wias some distance in the lead. — 

Sam instantly decided that mischief was in the wind, and, slipping 
the bridle-bit into the mouth of Black Cloud, he vaulted into the 
saddle. | 

Man and mustang were for 2 moment as silent as statues, with heads 
bent forward and eyes and ears intensely strained to solve the cause of 
the alarm. . | 

The thundering clatter of hoofs now sounded clearly upon the ear 
of our hero, who estimated in his mind that fully a score of horsemen 
were coming at breakneck speed, but he was totally ignorant of the 
nature or nationality of those he had decided to meet, be they friend 
or foe. 

Suddenly the sharp report of a pistol broke on the midnight air, 
followed by a piercing shriek of terror from feminine lips, there was a 
flutter of snow-white garments through the mesquite motte at terrific 
speed, and then, just as Sam was about to dash towards the trail, 
a sight met his view which drove the blood surging back to his heart. 

Through one of the embrasures in the ruined wing of the mission 
not fitty paces from his position sprang, in a wild, desperate leap, 
a night-black mustang, with a young maiden pale as death clinging in 
terror to the flowing mane of the animal. 

As that fair, white face was for a fleeting instant presented to his 
view, the moon momentarily hghting up the classic pate as the 
long, raven locks were blown from her brow by the wind caused by the 
lightming-like leap, Sam recognised Lena Castro, whose shriek had drawn 
his attention at the bull-fight. 

The next instant mustang and rider sank in a ghastly, crumpled 
heap. . ; 

Like a meteor Black Cloud plunged towards the ruin, and Sam sprang 
to earth. | 

Dashing over the crumbling heaps of adobe he grasped the senseless 
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y wi ken 
the young girl from off the disabled horse, who lay with bro 
imbs yes ‘the datinie of the walls, and bore her to clear aren 
laying her by the feet of his mustang. Then, drawing his bowie- ie i 
he returned, and, to save the animal from useless Suffering, burie e 
the hilt in its heart. 

— ~ sprang away from the dying mustang back to the bribes: 
form of Lena Castro and his impatiently-pawing steed loud yells an 
maledictions in Spanish, mixed with clattering hoofs close at hand, 
broke upon his ear. 

“oar ees his saddle Sam leaned over to earth, steadying himself 
by placing his left heel under the cantle of his saddle, and tenderly 
lifted the senseless form of the lovely Castilian girl from the sward. 

Sustaining Lena Castro over his left arm our hero drew the bridle- 
rein over the horn of the saddle, being able to control Black Cloud 
by word of mouth and pressure of limb. Then, grasping a Colt’s navy 
six in his right ‘hand, he was ready for the cutthroats, who now dashed 
up and crowded the holes in the ruined wing of the mission. Rey 

As they caught sight of Lena in the arms of Sam the sharp, quics 
detonations of the latter’s six-shooter sounded in their astonished cars, 
and the leaden messengers of death caused six of their number to Tall 
either dead or wounded from their mustangs. Ra ga 

With loud, deep curses, mingled with yells of pain, they drew back 
for a moment. | 

The bandits levelled their escopetas and fired. Their shots were 
wasted on the empty air, for Black Cloud, as Sam emptied his revoiver 
and pressed his knees in signal to the steed, sprang like an arrow shot 
from bow around the corner of the mission into the south part of the 
opening. | 

Right in the middle of the opening he jerked the bridle-rein, bring- 
ing Sacer Cloud back on his haunches until they almost rested on 
the sward. ; 


In his front came the bandits who on the previous day had just missed 
meeting him during his council with Warlula, and who had been on 
this trail since that time. They came dashing through the mesquite 
motte like mustangs in a stampede, while around the south wall of the 
mission, on his flank, charged the remnant of the pursuing party, 
maddened by the fearful havoc so lately made in their ranks by his 
fire through the sashless windows of the ruined -wall. : 

Sam’s face was pale, his teeth set with the desperation of a tiger 
at bay, as he whirled Black Cloud about and dashed the spurs cruelly 
into this quivering flanks. 

Off like the wind they bounded north, towards the deep and dangerous 
asaque, the yelling horde of yellow-skinned fiends in their rear, and the 
zipping bullets cutting the air above and around them. — 

One tremendous bound and Black Cloud and his rider cleared the 
asaque—or irrigating ditch—and Sam with nimble fingers half-unwound 
his silk sash and bound it about the slender waist of Lena Castro 
resting her form over his hips in such a manner as to shield her in a 
measure from the flying bullets and enable him to use both arms in 
the coming struggle. He knew the bandits, even if they had to skirt 
the mission, could overtake hhim before he could reach San Antonio 
burdened as he was and his horse almost broken, down by hard riding. ” 

Lena was safely secured. The sight of her upturned face, so innocent 


and ravishingly lovely, added to the deadly hate he bore towards his 
foes, nerved hig arm and brain to carry out the desperate resolve born 
on the instant. | 
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Black Cloud was once more turned ttowards the mission. 

The bandits, baulked by the—to them—impassable asaque, were 
huddled in a mob upon the south side of the deep ditch as Sam, to 
their extreme surprise, came towards them like a thunderbolt, holding 
with firm grip a deadly revolver in each hand, taken from his holsters. 
His long hair flying in the wind, his eyes glaring hate, his mustang 
snorting and straining every muscle of its sinewy ‘frame, he came like 
an insane avenger. 

For a minute they gazed in wonder, not unmixed with fear, incapable 
of action. 

In that moment the Texan yell burst from Sam’s throat as, jumping 
over the asaque, he landed in their midst, his revolvers flashing fire 
and sending death on all sides. 

An instant later the Texan yell sounded once more on the air, and 
sweeping down from the river bottom came Reckless Joe to the assist- 
ance of his lifelong pard, who, cutting safely through with this fair 
burden, met him halfway between the river and the bandits. The 
latter, ‘recovering from their surprise, were now forming for a charge. 

a By all the gods of war and love, Sam, I find you in a pretty pickle! 
That muslin must be worth its weight in gold for you to take such 
desperate chances to protect it.’ 

Saying this, Joe spurred towards the Greasers, but his mustang 
had not gone ‘ten feet before the bandits in line charged right down 
upon the two Rangers with fierce, vengeful yells, flashing their long 
knives in the air—as they thad not had time to reload their old-fashioned 
escopetas. 

It was like the continuous flashes of the vivid lightning seen during 
a, storm on the Mexican Gulf. The fire spurted “from the revolvers 
of Sam and Joe, lighting up tthe scene and bringing the combatants 
into a mingled crowd of cursing men and prancing, fear-stricken — 
mustangs. 

Many saddles were emptied, many of the wounded sent up groans of 
anguish from the trampled, blood-stained sward. 

A number of mustangs, maddened by bleeding wounds, dashed here 

and there through the bush with svild snorts, but there were enough of 
oe miscreants left to hurl themselves upon the two brave Rangers. 

Steel clanged to steel. A stiletto flashed before the eyes of Buckskin 
Sam, hissed through the air, and would surely have given a death-blow 
had not the Ranger swerved slightly in the saddle. ; 

At the same time a carbine struck him on the hhead, and he reeled and 
sank among the slain, dragging Lena Castro,who had now revived during 
the melee, with him. Her arms were wound about his form, as if her — 
life and salvation. depended upon him, while terror and despair were 
depicted upon her countenance, ii 

Reckless Joe, fighting like a hero, was knocked senseless from his — 
horse, after receiving a stab in the leg from one of the wounded bandits — 
who had been dismounted. One burly 1 ruffian tore loose the fair girl from 
her now powerless protector, and, vaulting into his saddle with a yell of | 
triumph, bounded southward. 

Two of the ruffians leaped to the ground to make sure work of Sam — 
and Joe, when the wild war-whoop of Warlula broke upon their ears, 
followed by a shot from his carbine which killed the bandit who already 
held the glittering steel over the heart of Sam. . 

Like an avenging spirit from an unknown world came the Tonka- 
way chief, and his scalping knife found a home im the heart of Joe’s 
would-be murderer. 

Springing upon the back of Black Cloud, who stood by his fallen 
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master, whinnying and pawing the earth, Warlula again sounded the 
ry of his tribe. ; 

watirus. sat the Indian, gazing after the fleeing bandits, master of the 
field, the wild war-spirit filling his eyes, and eager for the blood of those 
whom he knew it was useless to follow alone. 

The surprise of the bandits had been great when Reckless Joe put in 
his voice and arm; but when Warlula, in ‘his own war-paint and sound- 
ing his own war-cry, came upon the scene they were appalled, and right 
willingly followed their chief, who bore away as captive one of those 
they had risked so much to secure. | 

Lena Castro gave one look of despair at the pale face of Sam, who lay 
amid the slain, with blood streaming from his wounded head; and then, 
ag she was carried with great speed, hugged tightly in the arms of the 
bandit, all hope left her. No mercy or pity could she see in the brutal 
faces of her captors. © 


CHAPTER VII Saved and Lost 


THE Tonkaway, Warlula, laved the wounds of Sam and Joe with cool 
water, making several trips to the river for a fresh supply. He soon 
had gratifying evidence that Sam was still alive. Hig heart beat feebly 
indeed, and he uttered heavy sighs. Placing him in an easy position 
the Indian walked over to Joe, who soon recovered under the cold-water 
treatment of the Tonkaway and opened his eyes. His hands clutching 
wildly in his hair, and staggering like a drunken man, the ‘rose, sup- 
ported by Warlula, and gazed about the scene of the conflict. 

The whinny of Black Cloud drew his attention, and just by the horse 
the loved form of his pard, Buckskin Sam, lying upon the blood-stained 
earth near a heap of dead bandits. 

Joe feebly brushed the hair away from his brow, and, assisted by the 
Indian, gained the spot and knelt by his side, exclaiming in deep 
emotion as he grasped the hand of his fellow-Ranger: 

“I remember all now, Sam, old boy. You are not dead, thank 
Heaven!” | 

Soon Sam moved restlessly, breathed heavily, opened his eyes, and in 
a feeble voice exclaimed, as he recognised Joe and Warlula, who each 
held one of his hands: es 

“Howdy, pards? What’s up?” 

Then, as he suddenly changed hig position and felt the pain of his 
wounds, the events of the night flashed back on his brain, and he sprang 
to his feet, gazing about the mesquites, river bottom, and mission. his 
eyes brightening as the joyful whinny of Black Cloud struck his ear and 
he felt his faithful mustang rubbing its head against his shoulder. 

“Sam, old pard, shake! Put it right there!” cried Joe overjoyed 
“I’m not blushing to say that there’s been a galt spring burst out in 
both me optics, and me cheeks are damp yet. Sure as shooting I was 
dubious about your ever ag’in bestriding your noble steed. JT thought 
your trail had come to an end. You certainly look as though you had 
been badly murdered. I’m cut deep myself, but don’t ~ show the 
butcher’s work as much as you do. Never say die, Sam.” ee 

Let us to business,” said Sam impatiently. “I don’t know wh 
those Greasers did not make sure work of us when, they had the pelted 
When did my red brother come to the mission? Did Warlula see th 
Greaser dogs take away the White Lily—a palefaced maiden? O 
council ended on the Medina; how came my red brother here?” i) 

Warlula follow trail—Greaser dogs come Medina—Warly] 
one scalp—follow others—they ride fast for Busksk; re tee 

r Buskskin—Warlula ride 
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fast on trail—may be so save scalp of white brother—come quick here 
—heap big fight—Greaser knife Buckskin—Greaser knife Joe—War- 
lula sound war-whoop—shoot quick—save Buckskin—cut Greaser heart 
—save. Joe scalp—Greaser ride fast south—have white squaw—Warlula 
sad—now heap glad.” : | 

Before the words were half-spoken Joe and Sam had grasped the 
hands of the Indian, their eyes speaking the thanks which, by ‘his 
manner and character, they knew he would not allow their tongues 
to utter. They were filled with surprise and gratitude, and truly 
appreciated the heroic efforts of the Indian and his well-timed charge 
in their behalf. ; , 

As Sam clearly comprehended the sate of affairs, and the pale, 
pleading, innocent face of Lena Castro was reproduced in his imagina- 
tion as he last saw her, he became aroused to the necessity of 
rescuing ther from the bandits before they crossed the Rio Grande. 

One thing was plain. Their trail must be followed to ascertain 
what ford they were pointing for. Neither Joe nor Sam was equal 
to the task, wounded as they were, and, grasping again the hand of 
the Tonkaway, he exclaimed: } 

“ Warlula is the Buckskin’s brother. He saved the life of him and 
his friend. Warlula will follow the yellow-skinned theives and see 
to which ford on the Bravo their trail points. My heart tells me my > 
red brother will do this.” ig 

Before Sam had ceased speaking the, Indian had loosened a lasso 
from one »f the saddles and coiled and held the loop. Then as one 
of the riderless mustangs, frightened by the coyotes which were now 
prowling around the field, came dashing past, the threw with the 
quickness df thought the. circling noose, and, bringing the slack end 
about his hips to add his weight to this strength, brovght the mustang 
to a sudden halt, answering at the same time Sam’s last words in his > 
laconic style: 

“Warlula will follow Greaser dogs.” 

He gave a run, hauling in the lariat hand over hand, grasped his 
rifle from the earth, and leapt into the saddle. 

Bringing the slack end of the lariat with a whirl over his hand he 
lashed it about the mustang until it sounded like the hiss of a whip- 
snake on the run, and the mustang sprang southward on the trail, 
disappearing among the mesquites with the pursuit yell of the 
Tonkaways echoing and re-echoing about the ruined walls of Mission 
Conception. 

“What do you think of my red pard, Joe?” asked Sam as the cry _ 
of the Tonkaway died away on the night air, and our hero seated 
himself upon the sward, quite exhausted from excitement and loss of 
blood. | S 

“Think!” answered Joe. “By the beard of: Mahomet, I thaven’t 
had a chance to frame a thought since I had my snooze broken up in © 
our little eabin yonder. But anyone with half an eye, or half a — 
thought, could see that he’s a man every inch of him, from the last © 
stitch in his moccasin to the tip of his eagle plumes. I’d trust him | 
to the death, and that’s more than I would say of any white man — 


on such a limited acquaintance. By the way, where did you first meet — 


this fair Castilian belle, that you take such a life and death interest — 
in her? I thought your heart was iron-clad and case-hardened. What 
will the love-sick, languishing creatures who flirt their beribboned, 
bemuslined fairy forms about the danzag and fandangoes to gain — 
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your smiles for one brief moment do when they hear of this risking 
of your life for this hitherto close-veiled, convent-lived daughter of a 
Castilian Creesus?” . 

“J care nathing for what they say or do, if they let me follow the 
trail I have laid out for myself,” answered Sam. “I owe allegiance 
to no woman, and thank God I can say I never wronged one. Bless 
them all! I think too much of them, to link my wandering, 
adventurous faite with one of their number. I am wedded ‘to justice 
and humanity, and a man having these grand objects in view can find 
plenty of chance for practice in righting wrong, in Saving innocence 
from being down-trodden by brute force, and blotting from the earth 
those who would disgrace even the wolves of the prairies by association, 
but who call themselves men. As to my being in love—you know me 
well enough. Were this girl the daughter of the lowest ladrone who 


frequents the ‘ Bull’s Head’ I would follow the trail just ag eagerly 


and just as far.” | 

“But the boys say, Sam, that she’s dead in love with you. You 
know she fainted when that bull tried to rush into your arms like a 
long-lost brother.” aot 

“f am well aware that this Lena Castro is the same girl who fainted 
at the bull-fht, but have reason to believe that it was not my danger 
affected her. ‘The violent death of the matadore before her eyes 
was sufficient to unbalance the brain of so tender a flower, unused 
to the world, and, strange to say, this same matadore, who was killed 
by the bull, was a Spy of the bandits, and paid to find out in regard 
to these Castros, and also to kill your humble servant. You see, I am 
hunted by paid assassins. The man who takes such an interest in me 
will, I hope, soon be known to me, if he does reside in Monterey. I 
gained my information from the dying lips of that Mexican [I met 
at the Neuces fight. The boys were going to hang him when I claimed 
him as my prisoner and saved his life, though for a bad purpose, as 
it proved, for ‘he was among the bandits shot on the plaza. 

“On, my visit to Warlula yesterday I first became aware of another 
body -of these cutthroats being about here. Coming back on _ their 
trail to warn Don Jose Castro of his daughter’s danger, whilst resting 
Black Cloud there at Conception, I heard a rumpus up the trail, and 
who should make a flying leap through the windows of the ruined 
wall but the subject of my mind—Lena Castro! I corralled her, put 
the broken-legged mustang out of misery, and fought the brutes she 
had escaped from after they were joined by the the main party, who 
had been on my trail from the Medina. How they regained the 
prize you know as well as I do. But how came you to arrive so 
opportunely upon the ground? I thought you were with the boys as 
the San Pedro Springs. If you thadn’t come ias you did I should have 
been a gone coon, as Big Foot would say. I owe you my life, clear 
and plain.” ee ti ; 

“Don’t mention it! Not that I would depreciate the value of the 
same, but that | owe you more in that line than I ever can repay 
The way J happened to be in this delectable region wag this: I sot 
lonesome in camp when you were away, and had a presentiment of 
danger in connection with you, pard, so I puti down the trail the other 
side of the river to our old cabin, which we built when we first struck 
Texas, and when we practised shooting under old uranger’s directions 
You know it ain’t a rifle-shot from here over the creck. Well. T was 
having a gay, old-fashioned snooze, tall snoring thrown | reckon, 
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when the firing awakened me, and I went fast for my horse, Young 
Paint; but he had strayed off the range. He got the spurs good when 
I did straddle him, and I didn’t stop for brush nor hunt for the 
ford. I came blind, and got here, it seems, in time to do some good.” 

“Well, Joe, how would you like to drop into one of the Washington 
Market restaurants now and go for fried eggs, buckwheat, and coffee 
in the old style?” 

“Don’t mention it, me lord!” Joe answered, caressing his stomach. 
“Ordinarily, I could devour about six of those hash-houses, minus 
the flunkies, but now I am rather delicate, as the geminine fenders 
Say, although I couldn’t go back on a quart of strong coffee. That 
Tonk ought to have been educated as a surgeon. He bandaged my 
wound in style. How is it, pard—shall we ride to camp, or don’t you 
think you could make the riffle? I somehow guess the boys will just 
howl with disappointment to think they were lying aii the springs 
while we had such lively times. But what’s brewing in your noddle, 
Sam? Asleep?” ) . 

“Y’m far from being asleep, Joe, but I am thinking of the dreadful 
situation of Lena Castro at the mercy of those cowardly cutthroats. 
A brave man will never harm a woman or see her harmed, but you 
do not know what these ruffians of Greasers are capable of doing.” 

“I know,” answered Joe, “that if they are bribed to capture and 
take ther to Monterey the man who pays for it will not shove out the 
doubloons if she comes to harm. It is policy for them to treat her — 
well. But come! This air is tainted with the smell of blood, and — 
the coyotes and buzzards impatiently await our departure. They are. 
even now peering from the foliage with glittering eyes, gloating over 
their prospective feast.” ! | 

With some difficulty our two Ranger pards mounted their mustangs, 
made their way round the mission to the trail, where Sam pointed 
the dead horse out to Joe under the ruined mall, and then they slowly 


proceeded towards San Antonio. 


CHAPTER VIII Humour and Tragedy — 


AFTER the excitement incident to the execution of Mustang Bob had 
somewhat subsided, the Rangers, headed by Ben Thompson, repaired 
to the Plaza House, to aiscuss with the many rancheros’ who had 
arrived in town the whisky of Bob Caile and the general situation of 
things on the south-western frontiers. 

Big Foot Wallace, having imbibed somewhat freely during the day, 
meandered into the “Bull’s Head,” where he lost nearly every dollar 
that he had in his pouch “bucking against monte,” and then went wan- 
dering about the plaza, thoroughly disgusted with civilisation gener- | 
ally, and the monte part of it in particular. He finally concluded, after 
nervously feeling in his pouch for the gold that was not there, to try 
to get even in.some way. | 

With this determination in his mind he returned to the “Bulli’s 
Head,” and leaning on the end of the table, behind which Charley — 
Smith was dealing, he nervously inquired: atts | 

“T say, Charley, are yer game open ter hogs? I’m plum played out 
o’ oro an’ plate, an’ I ’lows ter bet my livestock flat an’ nary bar the 
door wunst.” 

A smile and an affirmative nod was Charley Smith’s answer, and, 
with a pleased expression on his face, Big Foot began to bet his hogs on — 
every lay-out thrown on the board. | 
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Jl the fortune of the game was against him. _Steadily he lost, 
une title to five hinted hogs had followed where his gold pk 
gone. Then Charley turned down the cards, as if an idea had suddenly 
struck him, and anxiously inquired: 

“Big Foot, old boy, where are your hogs? I don’t reckon you’ve got 
that many in town with you. If you have they’ll spoil on my hands this 
yery hot weather.” ; 

The siant scout raised his sombrero from his head, ran his fingers 
through his tangled locks, and answered: 

“Waal, Charley, them thar hogs are high-born, sassy, chuck full o 
grit, and powerful hard to corral. As ter whar tha’ bees, I reckon 
you'll find *em—’lowing tha’ hasn’t scattered offen ther range—spread 
roun’ permise’us like, from my ranch on ther lower Frio clean ter thar 
Bandard Hills. I hain’t gouged out time for two year, er sich a matter, 
ter mark ther critturs, but when yer draws a dead sight, ’hind an’ 
‘fore, on a herd on ’em in that range, an’ one on ’em has my mark, 
which are a two-thirds clip on ther right ear an’ a Comanche split on 
ther left, why, yer kin jist haul in ther hull pot, corral the entire 

cabood!e, an’ sashay hum with yer bacon. That are a fa’r an’ squar’ 
straight up-an’-down bargain, an’ I sees yer through, ef it comes to 
blood an’ ha’r.” : 

The roar of laughter from the bystanders at this rather lengthy 
“roun’ corner” answer caused Charley to blush the colour of a boiled | 
lobster. 

Suddenly the sound of loud voices in the adjoining bar-room, -which 
opened in the street, came to the ears of those engaged in or watching 
the games, and a general rush was made into the front establishment. 

On the sanded floor in front of the bar lay the body of Augustin 
Birrara—a man known by everybody, and holding the position of City 
Marshal under Chief Marshal Burns—his cigarette still smoking between 
his teeth. The hands of friends soon tore the coat and shirt away from 
his breast, showing a small puncture, Just over the heart, with but a 
single drop of blood upon the surface of the skin—the work of a deadly 
Spanish stiletto. | 

_Judge Henson, who was present, upon questioning the barkeeper, 
Ernest Rhumell, ascertained that while the latter had his back turned, 
arranging some articles of ornament near the mirror, he had observed a 
man, whose features were partially concealed by a slouched sombrero, 
come in by the entrance next to the market, pass quickly across the 
room, delivering a sudden blow at Augustin, and then run out by the 
front entrance, going down the street toward the foot-bridge. Augustin 
reeled, staggered a moment, and fell to the floor. That was all the bar- 
keeper or anyone else knew in regard to the assassination. No person 
Was in the room except Ernest, the assassin, and the victim. _ 

Was this murderer one of the bandits who had escaped death in the 
fight on the plazas, and who secretly returned for vengeance on the 
city official who had been prominent in the conflict, or was Birrara a 
victim of a family vendetta? No one could Say. 

No attempt was made to follow the murderer. as all knew | ld 
quickly elude capture by dodging into one of the many Hat alia ele 
pt tle or over the foot-bridge. | 

rominent among the crowd about the murdered m Fiohti 
Ben, Big Foot Wallace, Dutch Pete and others of our font 
were listening to every word and opinion, never losing a chance to 
gather information which might prove of advantage to them in tate 
war against the outlaws. ‘They were doubly interested in this case, 
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as Augustin had been well known and highly respected by all the 
American boys in San Antonio. 

Dutch Pete walked up to the bar, purchased two bottles of whisky, 
and departed muttering to himself: 

“Bother dat bull-fight, und all dem dings vat vas comes mit id! Much 
drouples mit ev’ry poty. TL goes pack to de camp, liverly quick, und 
vaits dill dot Puckskin comes. Den some fun comes mit him, I pets a 
dotzen mulars.” 


Pete straddled his horse, which stood in front of the market, and 
galloped to the camp at San Pedro Springs, taking a pull at one of his 
bottles, now and then, on the run. 

When Pete rode into camp he found no one there except Mick 
McFillinny and Austin, the cook, who greeted him gladly as they were 
quite lonely and anxious to know what had become of their fellow 
Rangers, especially Buckskin Sam. 


Pete quickly divested his horse of its equipments and led the animal 
to grass. Then, taking from his malettos—saddlebags—a bottle of 
whisky, he held the same above his head triumphantly and gave a yell 
that would have shamed a Comanche, and which caused the mules over 
the creek to jerk up their heads in surprise. 

Mick McFillinny turned about at the sound, and his features took on 
an expression of intense surprise and gratification as he exclaimed : 7 

“Be ther big ould castle ev me gran’father, who was, ’pon me Irish 
7onner, an Trish king, an’ it’s whisky ye are afther havin’, Misther 
Pete, Heaven loves yees, ye alwis was afther bain’ a dacint gosmoon 


as Ok whacked mules. ’Misther Pete, sure don’t ve know T was alwis 


afther havin’ a tindher regard for yees, an’ it’s a drop o’ the craythur 
ve'll let me swig, me darlint, fur, non me sowl, I’m smuthered wid 
schmoke an’ dust.” 

“How pees dem mulars, und how day vas all dé vile I was gone mit. } 
San Antonio?” inquired Pete, addressing Austin, as he leaned against 
2 tree-trunk and took a stiffish drink. : 

It was with some concern and many comical contortions of counte- 
nance that Mick saw his flattering speech utterly ignored. He 
scratched his head vigorously as he watched the upside down position 
of the bottle. . 

“Massa Pete, de mules am scrumtious. Deir be’n in no.danger of star- 
bation durin’ your somewhat perlonged an’ aggrawatin’ absence,” said t 
Austin. 

Pete stood for a.moment with a broad whisky-grin upon his face 
intensely amused at the sudden importance to which a bottle of whisky ; 
had raised him in the estimation of his two particular pards. ; 

“Vich you likes de pess, poys—dis Tuch mular triver, or dat potitle x 
of whisky?” he asked. 

“Massa Pete, you lasserate my #fectshuns to an elewated degree. I 
’gures you [ feels ’stremly aggerwated at de insitiewation.” y 

Austin folded his arms and assumed the air and position of a much i 
injured man. } 

“Misther Pete, duz ye take an Irish cintlemon, the descendant avi 
a king, to be the kind av a man what ye are afther incinivatin’ P Go 
away wid yer dirthy sthuff, sure I’d not give a hafer fur a hull cask | 
av it,” and Mick strode towards the fire and picked up his pipe. , 
NERS Vell, poys, as ye wants no drouples ’pout id, I shoost preak ‘diol 
pottle on de tree, dough it haf gost me swi-pits at ‘de ‘ Pull’s Heat.’” ; 

Pete raised the bottle on high, feigning to be about to “neh. it “ 
pieces. Rey 
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“Mother o’ Moses, Misther Pete, don’t be afther doin’ that. Troth 
the mon’s gittin’ crazy,” cried Mick as he rushed back. | 
Pete, having had his own fun, now passed the whisky to Mick, erate 
as he glued the mouth of the bottle to his lips, closed his eyes and rubb: 
his stomach with great satisfaction. He then handed the flask to Austin, 
who, with a very low bow, his hat under his arm, addressed Pete. 

“Massa Pete, I drinks ter de holesale prospairity ob you an’ de mules, 
and hopes you'll git a good wife, lib till yer eyebrows drag on the groun’,, 
an’ yer’ll hab chilluns enuff ter hold ’em up, ’sist yer on de road yer 
hes ter go, an’ stampede eberythin’, mules ’cluded, out on yer trail.” 

Our trio of friends in a short time became engaged in an exciting 
argument which wandered from one question to another until it finally 
settled down to a discussion of the extent and importance of the dif- 
ferent nations from which each had respectively originated. 

“Sure, ony mon that’s afther knowin’ onything, can’t dany but phat 
ould Ireland are the jewel of the worruld.” : 

And Mick lubricated his tongue again with his favourite beverage. 

“Vell,” began Pete, “I doun’t vos knows much ’pout dot Irish coun- 
dry, put I knows ve makes enuff lager bier in Yermany dot you cude 
dake dot liddle Irelond and svim id all apout in de bier, und not vas 
pees in der vay elder, mooch. Den ve makes de Limburger scheese 
und en 

“Massa Pete,” interrupted Austin, “’cuse me, but my degestin’ 
melodeons am ’stremely del’kate, an’ I has bin near dem towns in Jar- 
miny whar day makes dat cheese, an’ I ’clare ter Moses I smelled dem 
arter massa an’ [ done got clean ter Rome. Massa Mick, spashiatin’ 
*bout Ireland, did yer eber see or har tell on de Giant’s Causeway ?” 

“Troth I nav’ that same. Shure { offtin hearud me father tell o’ me 
gran’father, the last King o’ Ballyschlaven, havin’ crossed on it to 
France. “Twas in bad rapare at the time, an’ he cam’ near bain’ lost 
intoirely, havin’ taken a missthep into the wather, an’ the King o’ 
France sint him home in the flate o’ the navy, an’ was afther giving 
him slathers o’ jewels, fur ’twas a darin’ fate. Thar’s but few phat has 
re’d enuff o’ histery ter know that ’twas Saint Pathrick himself b’ilt 
that bridge, ter come over the say an’ tache the true fayth in ould 
Ireland. Heaven bless him for iver. Hurooh fer ould Ireland an? ther 
last King o’ Ballyschlaven! Take me back gintly in a jaunting cart. 
Smuther me wid dazies, an’ burry me where ther shamrock grows on 
the banks of Killarney. Ill die as aisy as a new-born babe.” 

Mick in his excitement leaped up and danced in a lively way about 
the grove. : 

The quaint trio bantered with each other for a while longer and then. 
disposed themselves in restful positions to sleep off the effects of the 
fiery liquor they had imbibed. 


* *% * * + 





*% * 

One mile from the Main Plaza of San Antonio, Madame Candelerio’s 
fandango was situated, and it ‘wags now in full blaze, and as brilliantly 
lighted as could be expected from, tallow dips amd reflectors. A coffee- 
stand and monte-bank were drawing their share of notice in one erd of 
the building, while the chard, trampled dirt-floor was filled with gay 
Senoritas, and a sprinkling of American, French, and German girls, 

seeping ewe the “eg was one who, from hi 
symmetrical igure, would be picked out from any crowd as an objec: 
va. ghee epee i ‘igi _ 5 tee in a red shirt, flowing collar, ia 
c in igh-le oots, a ide-brii d . ) nd 
a eh paets aig drpcay £g » 4 very wide-brimmed sombrero, and 
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This is “Overland Jim,” the stage-driver, who calls Santa Fe his | 
home, but takes a run occasionally down to San Antonio, to see his pards | 
of the ribbons, Sam Scott, Jim Dodson, Jim Harding, and others. He 
1s evidently on “a regular jamboree,” as he calls it, in loose harness, 
and ‘hand in hand with an American girl, frail and fair, who sticks to 
him through every dance. 

Overland Jim, since jis arrival in town, had been keeping company 
with Mariana Coyen, and those who knew the latter prophesy trouble in 
camp. 

In the midst of the merriment a white-robed figure glides through the 
doorway, and then for a moment halts. 

It is Mariana Coyen, the heroine of the San Antonio bull-fight. As 
she appeared then, risking her life to ease the last moments of the 
gored toreador, there was a look upon her face almost heavenly; but 
now she appears a fiend incarnate. Her features are pale as death, her 
lips are drawn up, showing her pearly teeth grating together like those 
of a maddened wolf, while her eyes are glowing with a wild fire, as they 
glare around until they fall upon Overland Jim and his partner. 

Then, like a phantom of death, she glides forward. | 

One moment Overland Jim is bending over the American girl, his 
arms about her neck; the next, Mariana, with flashing eyes and gleam- 
ing stiletto, springs like a panther through the crowd. Her graceful 
bounds brought her immediately behind Jim and his partner. | 

With the quickness of thought Mariana raises her left hand, and 
gathers the long thick hair of her rival in her fingers, giving a violent 
twist backward and downward, drawing the head of her victim over 
until the white throat lay bare before her. ! 

Then the right hand of Mariana Coyen is raised in the air, her stilette 
glitters an instant in the poor girl’s face, and then drops on its 
murderous way. Across and through the fair white throat it cutg its 
ervel way. A horrible shriek of terror and agony comes from the 
pallid lips, and the girl falls into the arms of Overland Jim, a corpse. 

The ghastly deed was done so rapidly, and so paralysed each and 
every beholder, that before the assembly could realise what had 
happenied, Marrana, with a fiendish laugh, had glided out again through 
the door and disappeared in the dense mesquite chaparral. if, 

This is no fancy sketch of what might happen, but a truthful record 
of what really did occur at Madame Candelerio’s fandango, as hundreds 
of people now living in San Antonio can testify. | 

Mariana, who risked her life to ease the last moments of one, and took 
the life of another in a cowardly, murderous mamner, escaped all 
punishment for the latter brutal deed, save a brief imprisonment. 

Fair daughters of Mexico! In your jealous rage what will you not do 
to him or her who comes between you and the object of your regard? In 
love or in hate who can surpags you? 


CHAPTER IX Warlula on the Trail 


MEANDERING through the bushes of nopal, or prickly pear, on the 
Mexican side of the Rio Grande, above Eagle Pass, are a party of horse- 
men. In their midst is a beautiful female, whom, though careworn 
with grief and despair, we recognise ag Lena Oastro. Those who guard 
her, so brutal and debased in mien, are for the most part the same 
bandits we saw at the old mission below San Antonio, though a few more 
of the same character have been since added to their ranks. a 

All the men are more or less drunk, and a bottle of mescal is being 





rc. Xe! Pe + - -% 413 Ue > &e ty 7a 
; ‘7 . i) 
} 


- WARLULA ON THE TRAIL 


passed frequently from one to the other. They are celebrating their 
safe arrival with their captive upon Mexican, soil. 
What care they for those of their number who now le festering, 
stark, and stiff beneath the shadows of the mission, torn by wolves 
and pecked by buzzards? They are so intent upon their plans for the 
future, when the heavy reward for her who ig now being taken to their 
patron shall be distributed among them, that they do not observe that — 
@ man dressed in Mexican garb is watching them from a rise on their 


To be sure, he is somewhat screened by the brush, but were they on 

Texan soil they would certainly be more watchful and the spy would be 

n. 

“Tt is evident he understands their condition, or he would not be so 
careless. He keeps his post until the cavalcade almost disappears from 
view. Then, gazing up at the sun and raising his hand towards the 
same, he gradually allows it to drop in a line with the party of bandits. 
This observation made, the draws a knife and cuts out the form of an 
arrow from the bark of a tree near him, the front directly towards the 
course pursued by those he is evidently intending to follow at some | 
future time. | | | 

Then, with a peculiar, long, swinging gait, he starts towards the 
Bravo River on the back trail of the bandits. He reaches the Rio 
Grande, plunges in, and, swimming to the opposite shore, disappears 
in a dense thicket. ) | , 7 

He is gone but a short time when the underbush parts and our red 
friend, Warlulu, in all hig war-paint and weapons, mounted upon. his 
on: bursts into view and speeds away from the Bravo towards the 

weces. ; 

We know now that the Mexican spy and Warlulu are one and the 
same, and that he has, so far, been faithful to his white brother, Buck- 
skin Sam. | 

* * & * * & % 

The sun pours down on the parched, cracked sward of the prairies to 
the south of the Rio Nueces. Warlulu, the Tonkaway, is coming as fast as 
his fagged mustang can bear him towards the river of nuts, and it is 
plain to see that his animal, though short-bodied and compactly-built, 
has been taxed beyond its endurance, and can serve its red master but 
2 short time longer. 

Covered with foam, discoloured with blood from lacerated jaws and 
seratches of the thorny chaparral left far behind, and panting painfully, 
Re the poor brute ig urged on by word and quirt over the hot, dry 
plain. | 

_As they near the green line which marks the bottom timber of the 
Neuces River, the mustang gives a low whinny of pleasure at the scent 
of water, and the eyes of the Indian brighten, for the throaty of both 
are parched and their tongues swollen with maddening thirst. 

The eyes of man and mustang are centred upon the verdant belt before 
them, which insures relief from their sufferings. | ! 

Suddenly Warlula jerks his horse upon its haunches, and the animal 
standing almost erect upon its hind-legs, its tail mingling with the 
prairie grass, snorts with pain and anger—pain from the sudden twitch 
upon the torn jaws, anger at being brought to a halt when nearing the 
cool water and green grass, so madly craved. ; | | 

What has caused Warlula to come to a sudde 
to proceed as hig steed. His eyes are still fastened upon the bottom 
—apecks resembling antimala, They > paved sprang trom its shade 

ng animals, They are horses--one ridden, one led, and 


n, stop? He is as anxious 
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are bounding through the tall crass which fri he ti | 
re garer piraes hag Weineen ass which fringes the timber towards 

Who ig the rider ? 

Travel] through a dozen. tribes and you would not see an Indian maid 
that could compare with her who comes at reckless speed over the plain 
towards the Indian, and whose appearance has brought him to a sudden 
halt since distance and a quivering, hazy heat that hovers over the 
surface of the prairie mask her character. 

She sits her horse as one who has spent years upon a mustang’s 
back, moving gracefully in unison with the motion of the spotless black 
mare, whose long, slender limbs and neck show speed more than endur- 
ance, whose flowing mane and tail and glossy coat show the animal has 
not for a time been used to hard service. ; 

The Indian maid is clad in a complete suit of buckskin, fringed and 
beaded. A silken sash about her waist supports a Colt’s revolver and 
Spanish stiletto, a Sharp’s carbine hangs from the horn of her saddle, 
while upon her head rests jauntily a hat, still fresh and green, made 
from the ribbon reeds plucked from the banks of the Nueces. Her long 
hair, black as a raven’s wing, floats behind her, and her eyes now flash 
its pleasure, for she hag recognised the lone rider afar over the 
plain. 

On the girl’s cheeks a faint blush shows through her skin but faintly 
tinged by Indian blood and Southern sun. As we see her mounted 
and speeding over the plain she formy a picture so fresh, grand, and 
beautiful that it is worthy of the noblest artist’s dream. The ‘horse 
she has in lead is a powerful animal, whose appearance also shows 
long lingering in, luxuriant pastures. | ™ 
- Warlula and his mustang resemble, and are as fixed upon the plain 

as, equestrian figures of bronze. il 
Suddenly the lips of our Indian queen part in a joyful smile, and 
then the prolonged, shrill scream of a panther flies from them over the 

plain. ) | Doty a 

As this sigmal reaches the ears of Warlula he once more urges his 
horse towards the Nueces. i! 

The speed they are making brings warrior and maiden face to face 
in a very short time, and they gaze into each other’s eyes as those 
long-loving and long-parted. oh 

Before a word is spoken by either the Indian maid loosens a gourd 
from her saddle and passes it to Warlula, who eagerly drinks, pours 
the cool water over his head and face, and then into the mouth an 
over the nostrils of his suffering steed. af 

Warlula speaks first, as is hig right: : 

“Talula has been at nest of Warlula—she hag been on Medina—she 
seen the talking-leaf—it is good—Warlula heart glad.” he a 

“Tjulula has seen the talking leaf,” answered the Indian maid. 
“She has been on Medina—talking-leaf told her to come to Warlula—she 
has come.” | i 

She raised a long, wide, and still green leaf, upon which was punc- 
tured, with a thorn, a number of figures in a rough, uncouth manner, 
put still plain talk for the one for whom it was intended, and passed 

he sa to the warrior. : | ae 
on spe end of this leaf was a rude representation of a party of 
horsemen, with sombreros upon their heads, one figure among them. 


with flowing hair and skirts. Back of these, and apparently f ollow- 


ing, was a single horseman, whose eagle plumes proclaimed this char 







acter; and at the other end of the leaf, also headed towards thome 
mentioned, was a figure mounted upon one horse, leading anots be 
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This figure had long hair, a single plume as ornament, and held a 
bow and arrow in the hand which pointed towards those ahead. 

This leaf, pinned with the thorn which had been the tool used to 
execute this rather inartistic picture to a limb of the big tree in the 
Medina bottom, within whose branches Warlula had his nest, together 
with an arrow beneath it, which pointed towards the Neuces at a 
particular ford, had been plainly understood by Lulula. It told her 
that her warrior was on the trail of the Mexicans, and that she must 
follow with a fresh horse for him. That was all, and she had filled the 
bill. | 

Warlula tore the talking-leaf to pieces, which he dropped in the 
prairie grass. Then, turning again to the Indian maid, he inquired: 

“Did Lulula see my white brother—did she see Buckskin Sam on 
Medina—did she see Rangers?” 

“Lulula see no Rangers—she no see the white brother of Warlula— 
she rode fast—she came like the prairie dove to her mate—her eyes 
made her heart glad—she has not looked on the face of Warlula for 
many Sleeps—Warlula has made nest on Medina—when will he come 
back to gladden the heart of his squaw—when will he walk in flowers, 
Shoot deer, and forget to sound war-cry ?” | , 

“When Lulula hear deaih-yell of Warlula,”’ answered the brave, 
“then she know he forget war-cry of his people—he has sworn by Great 
Spirit to be true to white brother—Warlula tongue not forked—the 
voice of Lulula is sweet as the birds of Guadalupe—he loves to hear 
it—but the is not a squaw—he is a warrior—Warlula has crossed the 
Bravyo—he must cross the big river again—he has long trail to go— 
then he find the lodge of Lulula—he will see her on Guadalupe before 
next moon grow smali.” ; 

“Talula will sit by her lodge and wait—she will ask the Great 
Spirit to bring Warlula back—the birds sing sweeter, the flowers 
brighten, when Warlula is at his home lodge.” . | 

*Warlula will come.” 3 

As he spoke the Tonkaway sprang from his panting mustang and 
commenced to change its trappings to the led horse brought by hie 

aw. 

“Sun go down in plain,” he continued—“ Warlula go back to Brave 
—Luimila ride fast to nest on Medina—leave sick mustang here—he 
find grass, find water—Warlula catch him when come back trom war- 
path—imy white brother will come on trail—Lulula will see him—she 
will tell him Warlula watch Greaser dogs—trail lead Eagle Pass—War- 
lula find where take pale hly—meet Buckskin on, Mexican side Bravo—no 
time much talk on war-trail—Warlula now say good-bye.” . ae 

Stepping to the side of the horse ridden by ULulula he pressed her 
hand to his heart, gave one look into ther eyes, and exchanged a full 
for the empty gourd. ‘I'‘hen he sprang upon the fresh horse, swung 
his quirt hissing through the air as the pursuit yell burst from his lips 
and again went speeding over the plain towards the Rio Grande. 

Lulula bent forward with a yearning, anxious look upon her features, 
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mingled with sadness and regret, until the form of her savage lord 
grew small in the distance; then, whirling ‘her mustang, she turned 
on her trail and went like the wind towards the north, crossing the 
Nueces. Without thalt she lashed her mustang on for the Medina, to 
do the bidding of him she worshipped more than all the world. 


CHAPTER X Rangers on Rescue Bent 


SAM and Joe, upon their arrival in San Antionio after the fight at 
the mission, crossed the main plaza and rode down Commerce Street, 
finding at that hour plazas and streets quite deserted. 

Arriving opposite the Commerce Street stables at Whittle’s boarding- 
house Sam climbed the fence, opened the gate, and by that time 
Mr. Whittle himself, awakened by the noise, came upon the scene. 

When he recognised his old friend Buckskin Sam he bustled around, 
attended tc the horses, and then awakened the servants to prepare 
accommodation for our two friends, so much in need of food and rest. 

Finding that Sam and Joe were suffering from wounds Whittle sent 
for Dr. Reed, who was a particular friend of our hero, and was over- 
Joyed to see him. - 

After their wounds had been dressed by the doctor and they had 
partaken of a rousing old San Antonio breakfast they felt much better. 

it was some time yet before sunrise, and Sam, anxious in regard 
to Lena Castro, crushed down the feelings of faintness produced by 
pain of wounds and loss of sleep, and proceeded to the residence ot 

Don Jose Castro. | 
The old Castilian opened the door himself at Sam’s knock, for he 
had not pressed bed during the night, and stood with tear-dimmed 
eyes and countenance full of anguish and despair. 

Our hero, with a hasty salutation, grasped the old man’s hand and 
gently pushed him back into the hall, and no sooner had the door 
closed behind them than Sam laid his hand on the shoulder of the 
old Castilian, saying: 

“Don Jose Castro, you do not know me, I reckon, but that maiters 
not. The words I propose to say to you will give an insight into my 
character. You have lost your daughter. Please to state to me the 
circumstances of her abduction as far ag you know them, and who you 
suspect has instigated or accomplished the villainous deed. Yet, in the 
first place, to set your mind at rest, I will say that my wounds were 
received in an endeavour to rescue and bring hor back to your arms.” 

The old man grasped the ‘hands of our hero and wrung them, while 
his eyes mirrored the thanks and gratitude his tongue refused from 
deep feeling to express. 4 

A hasty, impatient gesture from Sam, brought him to the point 
in question. Clearing his throat and drying hig eyes he assumed 
a calmer expression and answered Sam’s questions. , 

“Don Samuel, I do know you. I saw you do an heroic deed at 
the bull-fight. I-learned from my daughter of a service you once did 
her, and those things, coupled with the information gained from my 
servants, were sufficient to prove to me that you were a worthy 
gentleman before I gained the knowledge from your lips tonight 
that you have suffered and fought for me and mine. I know I can 
trust you, even with a secret which has preyed upon my mind for 
years. I have reason to believe that my dear daughter, Lena, my 
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only child, has been stolen—torn from my arms—by Lorenzo Brogado, 
my bitterest enemy, who abducted my beloved wife from my hacienda 
near Monterey, and who was also guilty of the murder of my saintly 
parents. 

“Lena went to a private ball. under trusty guardianship, as I 
supposed, last evening, and my _ servants were overpowered 
by mounted men, who, according to their story, placed my daughter 
upon a horse and galloped down the river with her. Several of my 
servants were wounded and one killed while striving to protect her. 
My heart is broken, and, having ‘had so much misery in the past, this 
great calamity has left me paralysed and powerless, although I have 
gold to pay for the services of any who will endeavour to save my 
darling from the fearful fate that! is in store for ther. The city 
authorities have pronounced themselves unable to do anything for me, 
and I am at a loss to know which way to look for assistance—ajt least, 
I was previous to your arrival. I now have a glimmer of ‘hope, and 
would ask you to inform me in what condition you saw Lena. Ah, me! 
I fear that I shall never see the loved form of my innocent child 
again.” 

As he spoke the tears coursed afresh down the furrowed cheeks of 
the grief-stricken old Castilian. | 

“My presence here, Don Jose, ought to have led you to suppose that 
I came with a knowledge regarding your great loss. Listen, and I 
will relate the circumstances and incidents which have brought me 
here this morning.” — 

And Sam related in detail the fight, rescue, and recapture of Lena 
Castro. | ; 

“T wish to state, for the relief of your feelings, that I have taken 
steps to have the trail of the bandits followed by one upon whom I can 
depend; and also that I have comrades ready and eager to pursue— 
even to Monterey. I have registered an oath to either rescue your 
daughter or die in the attempt.” 

“My dear young friend, your words give me hope. You shall have 
all the gold you wish to carry out your plans, and if you succeed 
anything I possess shall be yours.” 

“T ask no payment for such a service. Indeed, I would never 
undertake such a trail were it not for the deep sympathy I feel for 
you in your troubles. If true Texan courage and perseverance amount 
to or can accomplish anything you shall yet clasp your daughter in 
your arms. As to your gold, some of my boys may need some for 
ammunition, but I doubt if they will accept it from you, as their credit 
is good in San Antonio.” 

“Send them to me, Don Samuel. I will not insult your noble 
nature by offering gold to you, but I trust I shall be enabled to repay 
in some manner your extreme kindness and loyal friendship to an old 
man. ; 

“Say no more, Don Jose! I bid you adieu, for I must see my 
comrades, and shall soon be bounding over the trail towards the Rio 
Grande and Lena.” 

“That the saints my watch over and bless your effo 
Wy gare prayer. aie (? SE se ee el De tay 

A hasty shake, a glance from the youthful but dari | 
eyes into those that were aged, tear-dimmed, and sbaivouttt ees 
their faint brightening of hope, and the two parted. 

_ Sam hastened back towards the main plaza, not noticing the form 


\ ae At a 


BUCKSKIN SAM’S LONG TRAIL 


of a youth on the opposite side of the street, who, unknown to him,. 
had followed his footsteps and watched and waited for his interview 
to end, pacing up and down with impatient steps, biting his lip with: 
angry vexation, and fierce jealousy plainly flashing from hig eyes. 

Let us look at} that intruder—or spy, shall be call him?—so that 
we shall know him when we meet him in the future. 

A soft, black sombrero, ornamented with a silver star, is pulled! 
_down over his face, partly hiding his countenance, but we see enough | 
to know that he is a mere youth. 

It is perfectly evident from his manner that he is extremely inter-. 
ested in the movements of our hero, and as he is on the trail of 
Sam the reader will know him if ihe puts in another appearance; but, 
to be more sure of his identity before we leave him, let us christen 
him Black Bravo, and drop him for the time being. 

From Dion Castro’s Sam went immediately to Whittle’s, where he: 
found that Joe, who had taken a short siesta, was up and around, 
alternately poking fun at the Dutch girls in the kitchen and spouting: 
conglomerated English in Richter’s bar-room adjoining the boarding- 
house. , 

A few words in Joe’s ear and the latter was ready for anything which 
should turn up. The horses were brought round, having been well. 
groomed and fed; the two mounted, and by the time they reached the. 
main plaza their passage was blocked by crowds of people, who greeted 
them with loud yells and very hearty hand-shaking, for the news of their~ 
deeds of the previous night had spread like wildfire, started by the 
talkative Dr. Reed. ot 

Both men stopped to see the doctor at his drug-store, who promised 
them, if they paid strict regard to his directions about using his heal- 
ing balsams, they should be ready to move upon the trail, without 
danger of inflammation of their wounds, in three days. VB 

Three days! | 

It was an eternity to wait, and, despite the warnings of the doctor, 
they clipped off one-third of the time, and in two days they were in 
the saddle moving on the trail, and soon afterwards entering the 
shadows of the Medina river-bottom. 3) ‘ 

# ) * * % * * * 


; 





A score of Texas were on the trail, all of them having been of the 
party that was encamped at the San Pedro Springs. SS 

Buckskin Sam, Reckless Joe, Fighting Ben, Daring Bill and Big Foot 
Waallace led the van, while in the rear were the eccentric Dutch Pete, 
Austin, and Mick MefWillinny. | ae ae 

All were armed to the teeth, and five pack-mules, heavily-laden, 
showed that they had started prepared for a long scout. They were 
mounted on fresh, hardy mustangs. . 

This was the force that halted beneath the huge, moss-decorated tree, 
so well-known to Buckskin Sam. The intention was to fill their canteens. 
from the Medina and then to strike upstream to the ford and scatter 
south upon the opposite side of the river to find the trail of the Greasers 
who had abducted Lena Castro. 

But no sooner had the party in the lead halted and Sam was feeling 

within the long festoon of moss hoping to find some “sign” from Warlula 
which would bear on the business ahead, when an incident occurred 
which kept feet in stirrup and eyes bent with astonished looks on the 
foliage above their heads. 

Coming hand over hand down the huge stem of a grape-vine from 


» 
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the dark shades of moss and leaves above, a perfect queen of Nature, 
swaying amid appropriate surroundings, hke Lulula, looking lovely in 
her romantic, beaded, buckskin costume, her face flushed by being the 
centre of stranger glances. 

How ever much she disliked the interview she could not but obey 
Warlula’s instructions, and as she alighted Braces upon the sward 
she repudiated the presence of all except him with whom she had been 
ordered to communicate. 

She fixed her gaze on Buckskin Sam, seeming to know him by intul- 
tion, and he sprang from his horse and removed his sombrero in respect 
for beauty, grace, and sex, as did every man in the command. 

All seemed amazed at the very strange, unaccountable appearance of 
the Indian maid, though through Sam’s mind ran thoughts with light- 
ning speed, connecting her with Warlula. Before he could frame words 
to address her she spoke: 

“Tulula would have talk with Buckskin, the white brother of Warlula 
—her eyes and heart say he is before her.” 5 

“The eyes and heart of Lulula are truthful!” exclaimed Sam. “ War- 
fula is my brother, and Lulula my sister. I am proud to meet one I 
have heard so often praised by as true a warrior as ever’ trod prairie 
grass. My ears are open to the words of Lulula.”. | 
“When the moon was big in the sky,” explained the Indian maid, 
“Lulula came to the nest of her warrior—she found talking-leaf—she 
found arrow—the talking-leaf told her Warlula on war-trail—long trail 
—want Lulula bring horse—arrow say trail go over Bravo—Lulula ride 
fast—take mustang Warlula—ride long over Nueces—meet Warlula 
—he say white brother come on trail—bring more white warriors— 
Greasers with white lily go over Bravo—Laredo Ford—may be so Mon- 

_terey—Warlula take horse, leave one much sick—go fast, go back on 
trail—say go Monterey if Greaser go—leave sign—may be so lose scalp 
for white brother—then Lulula jump in big water—Lulula die!” 

Buckskin Sam grasped the hand of the Indian maid, pressed it to 
his heart, while a wild, jubilant yell arose from the Rangers that rang 
through the bottom timber, causing the leaves and drooping moss to 
quiver like aspens, and the Indian maid to shrink back like a startled 
fawn and spring up into the branches of the tree.  §  ——— 

“Hold, Lulula!” shouted Sam. “The boys are yelling to show their 
appreciation of the gallant daring of Warlula and yourself.” _ 

The Indian girl gazed down a moment upon the boisterous crowd 
et pees in real pecworigen but respect she waved a graceful adieu 
and disappeared whence she came, up the vrape-vin 
dr The Re to a of Warlula. , sai) i amd PRS mosey 

e hangers, knowing that it would be useless holdir 
conversation with her, as they were confident that Shing Reha 
” that she knew in regard to the trail, filled their canteens, rode up 
ra He Grae and then struck out for the Laredo crossing of 

“Gentlemen, we must use our nags wi ” : oa 
Ben, as they fairl settled to their jae aay oWe icra eae iran 
and endurance when we point for Texas, as our intent "h init 
> os pri been surmised by Greaser spies. I guess poner ive 
rp ent ge peer pipe pie cusses after us in less time than it takes 

“That are solid hoss-sense, Bob.” Saale . 
shot a squirt of tobacco juice Filey eraa ania Po i Me tii ak 
vets ther p’int, an’ chuck full o’ re’sun.” - “Yer talk are 
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A half-bantering, half-serlous exchange of remarks and opinions 
ensued between the Rangers while they moved along with all possible 
haste to the work of rescue. 


CHAPTER XI A Strangely-found Friend 


A TWO storey, rambling edifice, with walls of adobe three feet thick, 
stands in the midst of a walled garden, sombre, gloomy, over-shadowed 
with trees, from which hang orchids and various trailing vines, whose 
main stems come winding, twisting up from the dense shrubbery below. 

The narrow windows of the casa are guarded by bars of iron, making 
it appear more like a prison than the habitation of a ranchero. 

A passer-by would not dream that the abode of man stood within the 
thorn-guarded groves did he not accidentally stumble against the adobe 
walls of the garden, for the roots of those trees next the wall have 
thrown seed and root to the other side, where the infant shoots have 
almost attained the same altitude as their parent stems. 

Were it not for the dreary prison-look of the buildings this would 
certainly be a quiet paradise, in which one weary of the selfishness and 
corruption of the hollow world might, with a solitary pleasure, dream 
life away in continually balmy air. | 

Even the courtyard is now but a narrow walk, since creeping vine and 
spreading shrub have burst up through the pavement, throwing the 
soft stones aside to give them room to send up branch and foliage. 

A massive gate of iron, eaten with rust and shrouded in green, is the 
only break in the wall. By the side of this entrance stands the lodge 
of the porter, and there he sits puffing vigorously at his shuck cigarrito. 

A straw sombrero shades the full-bearded, repulsive, brutal features 
of the man, and a shock of coarse, black hair rests upon his shoulders. 
His eyes wander nervously about, like those of a suddenly-disturbed 
serpent. The high cheekbones, wiry form, and hue of skin show him to 
be a mestizo, having a mixture of Spanish, Mexican, and Indian blood. 

A brace of large holster pisols which carry a blue whistler (ounce ball), 
and a deadly cuchillo (long-bladed knife), are stuck in the folds of his 
red silken sash, while in the grass at his feet lies an escopeta. 

This hacienda was the birthplace of Jose Castro. In these gardens, 
in his boyhood days, he plucked the fruits and flowers and_ scattered 
crumbs for the sweet singing birds, while in the ancient old adobe porch 
sat Don Raphael Castro and Inez—his father and mother. Over the 
courtyard, in after years, clattered the hoofs of gallant steeds, ridden 
by himself and supposed friend, Lorenzo Brogado, when starting on 
some pleasure expedition for the entertainment of the latter. But now 
what a change! His father and mother murdered by the man he had 
cherished and favoured as a friend; and by some strange fatality his 
home is enjoyed and owned by this murderer,» Lorenzo Brogado—next 
to Juan N. Cortina, the most notorious bandit of Northern Mexico. | 

Suddenly the porter grasps his escopeta and springs to his feet, bend- 
ing toward the gate in an attitude of listening. K | 

As the tinkle of spur-bells and dull tramp of horses on the thick sward 
falls upon his ear he bounds to the wall next the gate, cocks his gun, 
and runs the muzzle between the iron bars. ' 

The sounds which teil of an approaching cavalcade come nearer and 
nearer. The horsemen are within twenty paces of the gate, still 
screened from view by the wall, and the porter seems to grow pale, but 
at last musters courage to shout: 3 

“Quien vive!” 
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“Amigos! Caramba, Antonio, are you getting blind that you know 
“not sa companeros compadres ? Are you turning cowardly that Abe 
skulk around the wall? You’re as rusty as your old gate, and you reid 
take to the chaparral again, or you won’t be worth a ec iA 
Open to the fair lily of Texas, who henceforth is to be queen of the o 

hacienda. Where is Don Brogado—at the rancho or on the plain? : 

“Don Lorenzo is in the casa, Senor Corlies. The walls are thick, an 
ta be stil] is to be secure. We have need to be watchful, for those 
diablo Texans are bold braves. They have tramped to Monterey once 
and may do it again; if they did they would not pass us by. ; 

Having made this reply, Antonio laid down his gun, and with a 

penderous key unlocked the great, creeper-covered gate, swinging 1t 
open. : 
As the gate struck an iron socket set in a post in the earth for the 
purpose of preventing too wide an opening, the dull clang of a bell 
Sounded within the gloomy mansion, and the bandits rode within the 
patio, with Lena Castro in their midst. | 

As the cavalcade filed up the courtyard the huge gate clanged 
behind them, and at the same time the front door of the casa opened 
and a man stepped out to ascertain the character of those who were of 
so much importance as to have gained entrance to his grounds. 

Although he has greatly changed in years it is Lorenzo Brogado 
still. The cheeks once flushed with youth are now ghastly and furrowed 
by dissipation and perhaps by a guilty conscience. _—__. 

The same treacherous, snaky eyes are now glittering with pleasure 
at the sight before him. He rests the ever-ready gun which he has 
brought full-cocked to the door against the wall of the porch, and 
steps down to welcome his cutthroat gang and gloat over the misery 
of his captive. es, | 

“Bueno hombre Corlies, you have won the doubloons. But where 
is the cursed Gringo Buckskin? Surely he is carrion, or you’ll carry 
less in gold in your matetos (saddle-bags). Where are the other men?” 
“Don Brogado,” answered Corlies, “we are in luck to bring the 
girl. We earned our gold dearly. I crossed the Bravo with less than 
one-fourth of the men I started with. They are now rotting near San 
Antonio de Bexar. The Texans are ‘ mucho diablo.’ They shoot fast 
and aim well, but we were too much for them. The coyotes have 
gnawed the bones of him you hate so much. We left Buckskin—Don 
Samuel as they call him in San Antonio—with a hole in his head, 
near Mission Conception.” 

“Bueno! Dismount, stable your mustangs, and all come inside. I 
have a merry crowd within, among which you’ll find old friends. 
Lena Castro, welcome, thrice welcome to your birthplace! I have 
an agreeable surprise for you anon. I see the journey has fatigued 
you, but never mind. A few days of quiet rest—it’s very quiet here 
by the way—and you'll be as fresh ag yonder blushing cactus flower.” ° 

The bandit chief stepped to the side of her animal to assist Lena 
from the saddle with exaggerated politeness born of deep potations. 
Lena shrank from his grasp with a loathing, sickening fear at her 
heart, as the bandits who had torn her from her home with coa 
a ee rode around the casa to the stables. fen 

erking her mustang she whirled about. but seej : 
escape, and knowing by the taunting look ‘of the fund mp oh ss 
at was none, she leapt unaided to the ground, though she staggered 
back with the numbness of one long in the saddle, added to the priva- 


BUCKSKIN SAM’S LONG TRAIL 


tions of the trail. Recovering herself she i ud | 
Po Whe ty idee baba ies exclaimed : oe pron | 

y have you cowardly ruffians torn me from r father’s | 
armsP Why am I brought to this spot, now Aa el pads Poe 3 
pal rey Nr of my ee Fitly does the cypress wave over the 
ei yoral Whe cece oe ac mene eS | 
claim on me or mine?” ” ; Cen a 2oe any | 

“You, in your anger, are ravishingly beauti pare wi 
your mother as I first knew her.” ee et 

Had I a weapon I would lay you dead at my feet for daring to 
mention one so holy—daring to contaminate her memory by speaking 
of her with your vile lips!” | 

With folded arms, poised head, and taunting manner Lena faced 
Don Brogado. ly | 
“You would have made a star actress,” he answered sneeringly. 

Why f have had you brought here you will know soon enough. Rest 
satisfied with what you do know, for, by the powers of Hades, you 
would regret the sense of hearing did I give an explanation!” 

Lifting a silver whistle which hung about his meck he now blew a 
call, which was immediately answered by the appearance of a maiden, 
who, though careworn and showing the marks of much mental sufter- 
ing, was still beautiful, though now her features were contorted with 
jealous rage. 3 3 

“Were you listening, Panchito,” demanded Don Brogado, “that you 
are here so soon? Beware! No dogging of my intentions—no spying! 
Take this vga to the upper east chamber and give ‘her suitable 
clothing and food.” A 

Then, in a lower tone, he added: _ 

“Remember that your tongue must not wobble, and, for fear of 
intrusion, you lock her door and bring the key to me. Do you under- 
stand ?” 

“Si, senor.” : 

“See, then, that you obey my instructions to the letter.” 

The two women—one biting her lip with pent-up passion, the other 
utterly hopeless, helpless in the power of a fiend, unscrupulous, merci- 
less, almost dead from forced marches, want of sleep and food— 
disappeared within the portals of the gloomy, prison-like hacienda, 
followed by the bandits. Last of all entered Don Brogado, the chief 
cutthroat of them all, who double-barred the strong door with a rude 
chuckle of pleasure, fiendish in expression. _ 

Seated on the sward in his old position is the porter, Antonio, 
pufing at his cigarrito, apparently the only live man within those 
grim, grey, garden walls. ge 
“When Lorenzo Brogado had securely fastened the outer door he 

followed the recently-arrived men into the large dining-hall, where a 
‘score of as desperate ladrones and assassins as themselves were congre- 
gated, engaged in a debauch, whose wild, boisterous revelry would 
have been heard outside were it not that the windows in this room 
had been sealed up with masonry to the full thickness of the walls. 

A loud yell of welcome greeted the newcomers, and shouts of “Viva 
Corlies!” “Viva Don Brogado!” resounded through the room amid the 
clink of glasses and crash of empty bottles against the walls. 

Don Brogado was elated by the success of his tools in penetrating 
to the principal city of Western Texas and, as it were, bearding the 
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lion in his den, capturing the only child of him who had been his 
successful rival in love, and giving the death-shot to one he hated 
and detested for being the slayer of many of his men and the frustrator 
cf many of his murderous plans. 

The bandit chief manifested his pleasure by ordering his people to 
bring fresh supplies of liquors. Then, at the head of the long table, 
which stood in the centre of the room, he pledged ‘his band in a toast. 

“Fill to the brim, my brave soldats (soldiers)! We rule the plain 
and chaparral, and now have a queen to rule the hacienda. She is a 
beauty worthy of your chief. Besides, I have combined business with 
pleasure. Revenge is my business; one more life. and the vendetta 
between the Brogados and Castros ends. The father will come for 
his child, and within these walls, if he can effect an entrance, where 
he first saw hight, my cuchillo shall drink his life-blood, though not 
until I show him his daughter the willing slave of his destroyer, and 
his wife a gibbering maniac! Drink, mi hombres, to the white lily 
of San Antonio—the last scion of the Castilian Castros—the queen of 
our fortress—now the slave-wife of your chief!” | | 

Loud rang the “vivas” through the hall from ruffians already crazed 
with drink, and glasses crashed into fragments as they were brought 
down on the table empty. , 

The debauch was kept up until, one by one, the brutes in the shape 
of men slid from their seats to the floor and\dropped inte drunken 
slumbers, with muttered curses and babbling nonsense issuing from 
their poison-reeking lips. — 
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After Panchito conducted Lena Castro to the apartment designated 
by the chief she left the captive while she went for a change of clothing 
and for food for the almost famished girl. | | 

_No sooner did the door close and Lena find herself alone for the first 
time in many days than she fell upon her knees and prayed long and 
fervently to Heaven to watch over and temper the grief of her dear 
old father and open some avenue for her escape and return to his 
arms. . 

Upon rising to her feet she glanced about her prison. 

The room was elegantly furnished, but what interested her most was 
the casements. There were three windows—two looking east and one 
north—unglazed, and guarded by bars of iron set into the walls. 

Lena went from one to the other, grasping each bar of iron and 

_ Striving with her feeble strength to loosen it or show signs that it 
 eapleee ae But they were firmly embedded, and she could not 

One thing she noticed which pleased her. The branches of the trace 
brushing against the walls outside threw their green ies mieten ue 
between the bars of iron, so that they jprojected into the ae 3 
Reaching up she plucked a branch to hold to her parched, feverish 
lips and brow, when to her horror, she found it was a twig of ill- 
omened cypress, At that her little remaining hope fled away To 
ms sure, Judging from what she knew of the character of Buckskin 
sam, she had no doubt that if he lived he would leave no stone 
turned in his endeavours to rescue her, ee 

But was he alive? | 


The last view the girl had of him he 1 
with blood among the dead bandits. LRM the Die tee 
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Augustin Siliceo, although her devoted lover and slave, was not 
sufficiently versed in prairie craft to follow the long trail she had 
come, even should his gold bribe Texas Mexicans to assist him. She 
knew even they would hesitate to risk the danger when they knew 
they would receive no quarter from the followers of Don Brogado when 
once they met in battle. Was it not an impossibility for anyone to 
penetrate to this mysterious retreat, once her babyhood home, the 
Scene of the murder of her grandparents and the abduction of her 
mother ? 

Though her family history had been locked in the breast of her 
father, yet through his mutterings in uneasy sleep and the unguarded 
conversation of the bandits on the march she had learnt enough to 
see that she wag in the ‘hands of a fiend who had brought death and 
untold desolation upon those she loved. 

Oh, it was almost impossible to live and hold her sanity! 

ar clenched hands she paced the apartment, weeping as she 
moved. 

She stopped in the middle of the room, while a shudder convulsed 
her feeble body as the massive door swung on its hinges. Bee 

Thank Heaven! It was Panchito—not he! | 

At the sight of Lena in anguish and tears Panchito slammed the 
door, threw the clothing upon a chair, and caught both hands of the 
captive she had been commanded to serve. 

Gazing into her eyes with a piercing glance, wild and filled with 
passion, she demanded: 

“Does my lady love Don Brogado? Will she be his wife?” 

“May Heaven save me from such a fate!” burst vehemently from 
the lips of Lena—at once an answer and a prayer. “I hate—ay, 
toathe—him more than the poison-fanged serpents that hide in the 
orange twigs and spring without warning to bring a horrible death 
to those who never harmed them! Sooner than be his wife I would 
trust my eternal happiness to the mercy of Heaven and take my 
own life!” 

A grateful expression played upon the features of the Mexican girl 
as she rapidly drew from her breast a small, keen, glittering stiletto, 
saying: 

UM y lady will not take her own life and be eternally lost, but when 
Don, Brogado seeks to do her harm I will cut his foul heart in twain! 

There was a time when he pretended to have love for me. For him I 
left home and parents. But he speaks nothing but lies!” | 
“Thanks to Heaven that I have found a friend in this band of 
brutes!” exclaimed Lena as she clasped Panchito in her arms. 

For a moment the two were silent, for they realised the necessity 
of caution, and knew that it would even be better for them to appear 
enemies to each other should they be brought together in the presence 
of Don Brogado. | 

Lena, after changing her draggled clothing, torn to ribbons by her 
wild ride through the chaparral, and partaking of a hearty supper 
with an appetite born of her newly-found hope, spent some time 
talking with Panchito in regard to the way in which things were 
conducted at the hacienda and the best means of escape. ChE Ae, 

Both came to the conclusion that it would be a matter of impossi- 
bility to escape without outside aid. Antonio was an old associate of 
the gang, and one who could not be influenced in any way or palmed. 

To this most important post the bandit chief had appointed one who 
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he knew was faithful to the death in his duty, and one too well known 
by his evil ways to venture even to Monterey, which passed but 2 
mile from the hacienda walls. 

The whole distance was a dense mesquite and cactus chaparral, in 
which no one would be liable to trust themselves, even did they stumble 
on one of the many winding trails made use of by the guerillas. 

Assuring Lena sat she would not be molested that night, as the 
bandit band, with the chief, had become too intoxicated to pay Ler a 
visit, Panchito folded the unhappy maiden to her bosom, kissed ther 
good-night, and opened the door of the room. ; 

At this instant a long, loud shriek went through the house, seeming 
to come from a closed apartment in a distant part of the casa. 

Seeing that Lena was much alarmed, Panchito exclaimed: 

__“No harm being done, dear. I will tell you about this by-and-by. 
Now go to sleep, for I must leave you. We may be suspected if I do 
not give up the key. I shall watch over you.” 

The door closed, the key grated, the bolts shot with a rasping sound 
that sent a spasm of loneliness through the unhappy captive, and 
Lena Castro was alone. | 

Realising that she must seek repose, and having faith in Panchito 
that she would explain the scream which, from the Mexican girl’s 
manner, she believed ought not to cause her alarm, Lena eventually 
fell into a deathlike slumber. | 


CHAPTER XII The Battle at the Laredo Ford 


ON the American side of the Rio Gramde ride late at night a score 
or more horsemen, their mustangs half-sliding, half-stumbling down 
the steep bank of the Laredo ford. | , 
Although not a word is spoken and no noise ig made, except the 
unavoidable jingle of bit, spur, and accoutrements, it is not hard to 
recognise the Texas Rangers, with Sam, Joe, Ben, Bill, and Big Foot 
in the lead. | 
_ The waters of the river glide on in inky blackness before them, but 
there is no hesitation as they come to their edge. Each man hangs 
ab apighige arab and “wehbe me ek his neck, shoulders his rifle, and, 
giving a loose rein to his steed, plunges in, each leaving a lon | 
boiling eddy behind. ‘ Pease Dr ay aires! 
They soon disappear in the darkness, but by intently listening the 
ne of hoofs, the rattle of gravel, and dripping of waters can be 
eard as the mustangs scramble out and up the opposite bank of the 


river. 


The Rangers are on the dangerous border—the dark and blood- 
marked ground of Mexico. Upon the south side of the Rio Grande a 
white man’s life is not worth a real. Before them lies one wide expanse 
of foes, what may be behind them they have never thought, and: so 
gant could not pele ss : 

ev there are some in their rear who are either fri ro 
free racer | there are no neutrals Dene a eniie oi Soe, ice 

scarcely has the sound of the tramping of the n d . i 
away in the distance when a single Lictestae pit oxi Pilih tan 
following over the very ground trodden by those who have gone on y 

‘The moon, just peeping over the prairie, gives light enough to reco 
nise the solitary rider. It is Black Bravo——he who dogged Bnékan 


, 
“sep weer the en when he sought the presence of Lena Castro’s 
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He is armed to the teeth; his features, his form, and manner in the 


saddle show a delicacy almost feminine. 

But there is nothing delicate nor feminine about the way he urges his 
mustang, maddened by the torturing spurs, into the riyer with a 
spattering plunge. ‘ ry 

He is following the trail of those in his front with intense eagerness ; 
but even that interest doeg not entirely account for his haste. There is 
still another on the trail, the sound of whose approaching gallop can. be 
distinctly heard before Black Bravo has mounted the hank and plunged 
into the bushes upon the other side of the Laredo ford. as, 

A few moments after Black Bravo has passed from sight an Indian 
in war-paint, and armed with rifle, revolver, and a bow and quiver at 
his back, comes down. to the water’s brink and halts for a moment. 

A seeming Indian warrior; and yet the graceful movement of the 
body, acting in concert with each step of the animal, the graceful poise 
of the Indian’s head, and lastly the intricate and elaborate ornamenta- 
tion of the quiver, show that it is Lulula, the beautiful Tonkaway, who 
has taken the trail of him she loves. 

A moment she. listens to the vanishing sounds of the now distant 
gallop of Black Bravo’s mustang, then Lulula urges-on her horse; it 
breasts the waters of the rolling river and is soon speeding on the 
trail of those who have gone before. 


And not a moment too soon hag she gone, if she would escape observa- 


tion, for once more there ig a clatter of hoofs, this time of a hundred, 
. and down the bank 1n a disorderly throng go a score of Texas Mexicang, 
with Don Jose Oasto at their head. 

By his side rides a young Castilian, clad in a richly-ornamented 
costume, and armed with weapons tipped and embellished with silver 
and gold. | 

Though many years and misery had racked and broken his frame 
Don Jose had been unable to rest supinely under the burden. of grief 
east upon him by the abduction of his daughter. A day or two cf 
inaction had rendered him almost insane. | | 

Visions of a thousand nameless horrors were conjured up in his brain, 
and through all’ of which he saw his beloved daughter passing, until he 
could rest quiet no longer and live. It was then that he and Augustin 


Siliceo, having had a long conference, decided to hire this party of 


San Antonio Mexicans to go with’them to aid the Rangers 1n regaining 
Lena and punishing his hated enemy—Don Brogado. _ 

Thus many armed, determined avengers are speeding towards the 
old hacienda, and the prospects are that the bandit gang of Don 
Brogado will soon have a lively time of it. See RS 

The Rangers could have gone down the American side of the river as 
far as Guererro, or even to Roma, and not added any miles to their 
trail, supposing the bandits had taken Lena into the vicinity of 
Monterey; but it was possible that the rendezvous of the guerfullas 
might be on the Rio Sabinas—indeed, it was quite likely. ee 

So far they had had clear work, as the Tonkaway had left plain sign, 
and in addition the robbers had, for security, left the regular, travelled 
road and taken to the chaparral stock paths, where there was but small 
chance of meeting either wagon-trains or soldiers of the republic. 


———— es 


But the calculations and reasonings of the Rangers, although not — 


correct in regard to finding the retreat of Don Brogado upon the stream 
ahead, were so in regard to meeting difficulties at so favourable and 
favourite a camping-place for the bandits of Juan N. Cortina. a 

A few moments ere reaching the Rio Sabinas, Fighting Ben and his 


brother. Daring Bill, had ridden, on ahead of the command to recon- — 


x 


— ee 


THE BATTLE AT THE LAREDO FORD 


noitre and ascertain the best place for a halting-camp, as the horses 
needed rest and feed. i : 

The boys had but time to reach the timber, which towered above the 
surrounding chaparrals and bordered the river upon each side, when. 
the main command was suddenly surprised by a fusillade of revolver- 
shots and fierce yells. | 

In an instant all except the guard in charge of the pack-mules drove 
spurs deep and bounded along through the many caitle trails which led 
direct to the river. | | 

The Rangers were not a moment too soon, for Ben and Bill were 
desperately holding their ground against a horde of Greasers whose 
character was proclaimed by loud yells of “Viva Cortina!” Little did 
the guerrillas think that upon their native soil they would meet such 
a charge as now cut through and through their ranks. | 

Amid Texan yells, dying groans, and rallying cries, a leaden hail of 
bullets mowed them down; rifle-barrels went crashing through skulls, 
and bowie knives, held and guided by sinews of steel, ripped the bandits 
from breast to thigh. : 

It was for a few brief moments a horrible melee, shrouded in thick 
eons smoke, the air filled with the sickening taint of blood and 
powacer. . 7 hes 

During the time when friend and foe were indiscriminately mixed, 
Sam, whose horse in the charge had carried him in affrighted plunges 
clear of the scene of conflict into the bandit camp, found himself sur- 
rounded by a gang of Greaser cutthroats, who assailed ‘him from the 
only point which parted him from hig Ranger pards. 

Defending himself with desperation, almost helpless at the extreme 
danger of his position, he blazed the remaining shots in hig revolvers 
into the mass coming upon him in an annihilating charge, threw his 
empty weapons at the heads of the nearest of those who survived his 
fusillade, and grasping his rifle by the barrel raised it high in the air 


and drove spurs deep into the flanks of Black Cloud in hopes of riding 


4 


7t 


down or through those in his front. : 

Black Cloud behaved nobly. The rifie swung quickly and with good 
eifect, bud the bandits were too many for one man to cope with. 
A lasso from the outside of the now enclosing ring of foes hissed 
through the air, the noose encircling his neck and tightening as a 


prayer fell from his lips. As the torturing rawhide was choking cut 


ns breath the deadly cuchillos (long-bladed knives) flashed upon all 
Sides. | 

But death was not yet to be his portion, for the war-cry of a 
Tonkaway broke upon the air in brave though somewhat feeble tone. 
Help was coming. More than one Greaser threw up this arms, drop- 
ping the glittering knife he had thought to bury in the scout’s body 
while his eyes rolled in death as he sank back from the mustanc 
which, with mad plunges, stampeded away. A Tonkaway to tho: 
rescue ! | 

Still, however, the tightly-drawn noose of the lasso encircled the 
neck of Buckskin Sam, and it seemed that life for him was very near 
its close, since the darkness of night was drawn across his eyes, and he 
felt as though just launching into a great whirlpool. | 

Then suddenly a slender youth in richly ornamented black velvet 
dashed past our hero, placed his revolver against the twanging lasso 
and with one shot severed it in twain, while with another he laid low 
the Mexican who held the further end. | 

At the same time an Indian in full war-paint plunged past dealing 
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death right and left, while Sam, utterly bewildered, wounded and 


; 


1 
J 


bruised, almost choked, swaying and tottering, clung to the mane — 


of the mustang, who cleared the mass of dead and dying bandits 
with wild bounds and stood panting at the south side of the guerrilla 
camp. Recovering himself Sam turned his animal to get a view of 
the field and hig preservers. - | 


The fight was over. A number of riderless horses were stampeding ~ 


here and there, insane from the fright of battle and torturing wounds, 
their hoofs trampling upon the bodies of those who had proudly ridden 
them as masters but a short time before. | 

Just emerging from the mesquites were the Rangers coming in 
scattering groups, but no sign could Sam see of the mysterious pair 
of friends who had iarrived upon the field so opportunely and who had, 
without a doubt, saved his life. During the excitement, the danger, 
and the smoke of battle neither the stranger in velvet nor the Indian 
had been recognised, nor had our hero any idea of their identity, as 
he ‘had not seen their faces. 
“How in ther name o’ Krocket come yer out here, little pard?” 
yelled Big Foot as he rode up to our hero and gazed with surprise 
at the dead bandits Some distance away ‘from the scene of the main 
fight. “Are ye hurt? Gerusilem! ye had a rouser uv a fight! That 
thar beats all ther shootin’. I say, Buck, how did yer git away with 
all them skum o’ ther Bravo? Thar’s enuff on ’em ter h’ist a half- 
dozen like yer outen yer boots an’ make ’em wilt inter thar socks.” 

“Quite a number of them quit the business, I admit, Wallace,” 
answered Sam as he reloaded his revolvers, which he had regained 
from among the dead: bandits where he had thrown them during 
the fierce conflict. “They came near sending me over the river—as 
near as I ever care to go iagain—but I had help—very strange help. 


Did any of you hear the war-cry of a Tonkaway down here not long» 


since?” 

“No.” 

““Nary a war-cry?” : 

“Not a wonst!” i ie ee OY 

“Well, boys, it was a very lucky thing for me,” explained Sam. 
“T was lassoed and half-choked to death aiiter I got away with a few 
of them; and the long knives were coming, Just a-flashing into my 
eyes, when I heard a war-yell, a fusillade of revolver-shots following, 
and a gay-looking duck, dressed in black velvet and mounted in style, 
shot away the lasso and went through the Greasers on a Charley May 
charge. At the same time a young Indian—l didn’t get a glimpse 
of the faces of either—tore in upon those that black velvet missed like 
chain lightning. Between the two they made a ten strike and 


vanished before I knew which end my head was on, or could express | 


my thanks for their services. Take it all round, Pm some puzzled.” 
“Thar a’n’t no use ter stir up yer brain on ther subjec’,” said Big 
Foot decidedly. “If thar’s any loose friends round what think enuff 
on yer ter do sich a job as that thar, why, yere lucky. Fact 
are, it’s a dead-sure thing, no matter what sort uv a Bora yer git 
yersel’ inter, ye cum out squar’ an’ flat-footed, without br’akin’ bones 
or losin’ ha’r. Yer g’ardi’n angil minds her biz an’ are alwis round. 
Keep yer eye skinned in ther lfutur’ fer black velvit, an’ when yer 
hears a Tonk’s war-yell again, outside o’ Warlula’s, why, I, rec’in 
yer’ll have a show ter thank ther cuss what done a big thing fer yer. 
Twa'n’t our red, I’ll sw’ar, fer he are a score o’ leagues from this, 


a-usin’ his eyes an’ ears ter vantage, bet yer last hog! Boys, hump 
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yersel’s an’ git ready ter git frum here! Sam, yer don’t ’low ter 
camp afore night, I rec’on, arter this scrape? Yer don’t choose ter 
camp with sich a layout uv excoriated, scarified, humicidal corpuses? 
Thar’s anuther squad o’ Cortin’as ladrones busted up, and soon 
ready to be served up as a second-class free lunch for coyotes and 
buzzards. What are yer a-sayin’, little pard?” 

“J wasn’t saying anything, Wallace. You have had the floor, 
answered Sam. “But I’ve been thinking that, as you say, we had 
better put the leagues between us and this camp. The cutthroats 
who have escaped may work us mischief, for I have no doubt that they 
are connected with Don Brogado’s’ band, and they may warn that 
gentlemanly butcher of this invasion. If so, he will consider that our 
advance upon Mexican soil means business with him, and take steps 
to baulk us by flying to his mountain retreat, where it will be almos% 
impossible for us to accomplish our purpose, and we shall run the 
risk of losing the lives of the whole party. I have hopes of seeing 
the Tonkaway soon; then we ‘shall know what to expect ahead. We 
must now look to the wounded; I hope none are hurt so they can’t 
eontinue the march.” — | 

“Tom Johnson and Steve Spaulding are both dead,” announced 
Fighting Ben as he rode up at this moment. 

“Yes,” added Big Foot, “I see’d ’em go under; but they fit like 
_ white men an’ cu’dn’t uv gone on ther dark trail in a better cause, 
though I hates ter lose a pard by a Greaser gun.” 
“A dreadful misfortune,” exclaimed Sam. “ We could not spare such 
heroic fellows, and it hurts my heart that time will not allow us to 
take their bodies to a last home on American soil.” | 
__Amid words of deep sorrow and regret and praises of their bravery 
and fidelity, the dead were buried, the wounded attended to, and all 
gathered together ready for another fight should foes stand in the 
_ trail between them and the object that had brought them outside of 
the boundaries of the Lone Star State. 
“On, boys, on!” yelled Sam as he galloped to the front in the 
company of Ben and Bill. “On to the gold-chests of Don Lorenzo 
Brogado! On to Monterey! On to the rescue of the old man’s 
darling from the brutal murderers of the chaparrals!” | 
“On, on, me braves!” broke out Reckless Joe. “On for glory and 
gold! Sam can take the old man’s darling; we’ll take the yellow 
-doubloons! By all the gods of war, but I’m hungry! I’m starving! 
Give me a square meal, or give me death! Feed me extensively, and 
I’li hurl defiance at the whole Greaser Republic from the middle of 
the Grand Plaza of Monterey! When there’s a show for grub, boys 
ee = you whisper in my iene a that effect.” f 4 

e depression of spirits which had fallen upon the band of 

from the death of their pards was thrown off be forced bilaritget tise 
knew the necessity of keeping up their spirits and hopes in the 
dangerous position they were in on foreign soil. Even the wounded 
men exhibited a fortitude that, under the circumstances, was heroic in 
the extreme and won the admiration of their more fortunate comrades 

All were aware that it was a necessity to be brave and true to each 
other, that every man must act as a watchful guard for the whole 
that it was impossible for the wounded to return to Texas since the 
absence of the guard who would be forced to attend them would S 
weaken the party that the expedition would have to be abandoned 2 
the lives of those who remained would be at the mercy of the bide. 
thirsty bandits of either Cortina or Don Brogado. ahi 
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— 


So, for the present, we will leave them pressing on through the- 
cacti country; the thorns, the leaves of the bristling Spanish daggers 


and bayonets, the sword palma, and even the humble soap-weed all 
seeming, with their sharp, steel-like, pointed foliage, to be threatening 
them—or warning them to return. 


CHAPTER XIII Mother and Daughter 


THE morning following the drunken debauch of the bandits at the 
hacienda Lena Castro was awakened by the sweet songs of many 
birds that, flitting through the foliage near her window, uttered a 
thousand musical notes of joy as the god of day arose over the far- 
off plains and cast his warm smiles across the dew-dripping leaves of 
the tree-tops. } 

At first Lena did not realise where she was, so deep and unbroken 
had been the sleep that followed her privations and great fatigue. 

Almost the first thought, after comprehending her situation, was of 
her newly-found friend Panchito, whose reappearance she waited for 
with great yearning. | 

She had not long to wait, for Panchito soon appeared with a 
breakfast of coffee, tortillas, and chili-concarnie, which she had pre- 
pared with her own hands; and with a “Good-morning,” both smiled 
and spoken, she placed the steaming meal before the captive maid, 
who greeted her in loving manner and partook freely of the food set 
before ther, Panchito waiting upon her in silence. | 

Lena noticed that the breakfast-service was of solid silver, beauti- 
fully engraved, with the monogram of an old Castilian family deeply 
cut in each piece. This was another convincing proof of the utter 
recklessness and strength of the bandits. She reasoned that, were 
they not in some way protected or favoured by the government, they 
would not dare to maintain a rendezvous so near to Monterey nor 
allow such proofs of their criminal trade to be used in the hacienda. 
It certainly showed plainly that Lorenzo Brogado felt secure in the 
retreat he had chosen for his headquarters. 


When Lena had satisfied her appetite she thanked the Mexican 


girl, and then proceeded to question her, hoping to be able to concoct 
some plan of escape through the knowledge Panchito had gained by 
a long stay in the casa. But first she decided to ascertain the mean- 
ing of the mysterious cry which thad so alarmed and puzzled her the 
previous night. hs ; | 

“Now please explain, Panchito,” Lena asked, “in regard to the 
scream’ L heard last night. I fear some other poor unfortunate woman 


is detained here by these brutes and has been fearfully wronged. There 


was something in her cry which wrung my heart, alas! already overflow- 
ing with grief at being torn from the arms of my poor father. I know 
the necessity for keeping my spirits and hopes up, since I want not 
only to preserve life and honour, but, if possible, to escape with you, 
Panchito, from this dreadful place, once the happy home of my parents.” 

“Dear lady, I can tell you but little in regard to the strange captive 
kept confined here by Brogado. She has been here ever since I was 
brought to this den of sin. From one of the gang who was wounded 
and brought here to be nursed by me, and who afterwards died, I 
learned that she was of noble birth and was once loved by Don Brogado. 
She rejected him to marry another, and amid fearful carnage he tore’ 
her from her home and husband many years ago and kept her hidden 
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in his mountain cave far from here. I also learned that a holy padre, 
who held high influence over Don Brogado, and who had once been the 


confessor of this lady, had used his influence to gain her release and 


return to her husband, but had only succeeded by holding his curse 
over the head of Don Brogado in preserving her from violence. But 
the wretched lady became insane, and whenever the bandit chief pre- 
sented himself before her to gloat over the success of his heathenisli 
revenge on his rival she would shriek wildly and go into convulsions. 


- He seeks her presence but seldom, yet I know last night that he was 


on a visit to her, and that made me hasten away for fear that he would 
observe that I had been in your company too long. The reason J am 
here so early this morning is that I may have a few minutes’ conversa- 
tion before he sleeps off the effects of the aguardiente and wine which 
he drank so freely last night.” 

During the time Panchito had been relating her story Lena, her fore- 
head clasped by beth palms, had listened intently and thought deeply. 


. For some time after the Mexican girl had ceased speaking she remained 


thus; then she looked up and, speaking suddenly, inquired: 

“Panchito, how came you so much above most Mexican girls in 
education ?” 

“Padre Benivedas, of Mier, taught me, my lady.’’ 

“You were very unfortunate ever to have allowed yourself to be taken 
away from his holy influence. Now I will ask if you have not—with 
what you have heard fall from my lips, and what you must have over- 
heard between myself and Lorenzo Brogado—in your thoughts con- 
nected this unfortunate, insane captive with myself? Oh, Heaven, 
can it be,” continued Lena as she sprang to her feet and impatiently 
paced the floor—‘‘can it be that the surprise that this fiend promised 


me was to present me to the insane wreck of—my mother P” 


The last two words were given out in a hoarse, gasping whisper. Pale 
as death she stopped in her walk opposite Panchito, who had also 
sprung to her feet as ghastly as she who now stood so deathlike and 
silent with clasped hands before her. 

Lena, horror-stricken that a fiend could exist who would find joy in 
such a scene, and wild with the horrible realisation of those pent-up 
longings to see her mother that she had nursed within her heart through 
life, grasped the hands of Panchito, and with the tears coursing down 
her cheeks exclaimed : 

“Panchito, what think you? Is it possible or am J, too, going 


insane ?” 


“Not only possible, dear lady, but ’tis true. In the very poise of 
form, in every gesture, glance of eye, movement, and tone of voice 
I see the counterpart of the poor lady confined below. Strange that, 
with what has been said and your presence here, together with the 
knowledge of the great cost of life and gold to get you, [ had not 
thought that revenge was at the bottom of it all! Did I not hear you 
called a Castro fool? Did I not know that a Bragado only seeks a 
Castro for revenge? Yes, I have heard a thousand drunken curses 
called down upon the family, and have known your father’s death and 
yeur ruin would only end the terrible vendetta. How did Don Castro 
escape these fiends sent to kill him? Heaven protect you! A fearful 
fate is in store for the daughter of Don Jose Castro. But Panchito will 
save you or die! Her stiletto will find the black heart which lured he 
from home and happiness.” , 

Holding the glittering steel above her head she whispered an oath 


kissed the blade, and stood before Lena f 
friendship and devoted heroism, a perfect picture of faithful 


: 
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One instant these two, so strangel met, so suddenly become sisters 
in affliction and danger, gazed lovingly into each other’s eyes, and then 
they. were folded in each other’s arms, the lily-white cheek of the 
Castilian nestling; ‘against the creamy skin of the daughter of the 
Montezumas, the red lips, through which coursed the proud blood of 
old Spain, pressing those rich in the fire and fortitude of Indian kings. 

The heavy, iron-studded door burst suddenly open, and the bandit 
chief, with tangled hair, disordered clothing, and bloodshot eyes blazing 
with fury, stood before them. 

“Santissima Maria!” broke in a horrified whisper from Panchito. 

Then she hastily whispered to Lena to counterfeit sickness and leave 
the brute to her. 

“Caramba! what means this billing and cooing of female doves? 
Panchito, what do you here? Your Sh ont acquaintance calls not for 
such extravagant affection. What means this, I demand? Are you a 
traitor to your chief? Explain, or I’ll cut your heart out and throw 
your carcass over the wall for coyotes to feast on!” 

Although the situation called for great self-command and tact, Lena 
comprehended her position and that of her friend immediately. Know- 
ing all depended upon her actions, she languidly drooped again back 
upon the shoulders of Panchito, who answered with an unwavering 
voice the demand of the bandit chief. 

“This lady is very ill, Don Brogado. Her journey has been too much 
for her. She could not eat, so I have taken my breakfast here, as 
she has been in such a condition that I feared to leave her alone. I 
think she had better retire again, if you will be so kind as to leave us. 
She may require a doctor from Monterey 1f she does not improve 
through the day.” : 

The bandit chief leaned against the door and leered with suspicion 
at the two females as Panchito, to carry out the plot, assisted Lena to 
a chair and bathed her head with perfumed spirits. 

Lena was so filled with fear at the sight of the monster she hated 
with such intensity that she became more and more ghastly until even 
Brogado, still partially stupefied with drink, was convinced that she 
was dangerously ill. Not wishing to have a doctor or priest enter his 
haunt, he staggered out, thinking his presence calculated to increase 
Lena’s sickness, and closed the door. Rejoining his followers, he found 
them quaffing their morning drams. 

No sooner had the door closed than Lena sprang to her feet, 


exclaiming: 
“Panchito, this warns us that we must be more prudent. Why did 
you not lock the door? Thank Heaven the monster has gone! I 


thought I should die with horror. Do not leave me in his power. I 
felt a deathly terror come over me at the sight of his bloated face. I 
shouid not have the strength to brave .or defy him, or even attempt to 
protect myself in his presence. I fear I should lose my senses did he 
enter: this room when I was alone. By all the hopes you have of 
Heaven, I adjure you, do not leave me, my dear, my only friend, and 
for the love of mercy think of some plan to bring me face to face with 
' her I believe is my mother!” | 

Panchito pressed a glass of wine to the lips of Lena, who drank it and 
became more calm. 

Meanwhile thoughts and plans for the welfare of her friend ran like 
lightning through the brain of the faithful Mexican girl. | 

“When my lady feels better Panchito will take her to the room of 
the mad woman, even at the risk of her life. Thank the saints, Don 
Brogado drank deep last night, and in consequence must also drink more 
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this morning, or suffer greatly. J know a way to the room of her I am 
positive is your mother, which he little dreams I am aware of. Come, 
we must go now while he is in with his ruffian crew.’ 

Taking the hand of Lena, the Mexican girl led the former out, lock- 
ing the door and securing the key at her girdle. 

With stealthy steps various passages were traversed, and they 
descended two flights of stairs, the last, damp, mouldy, and covered 
with spider-webs. 

They were in the cellars of the hacienda. : 

It was not very dark, as a narrow, grated window allowed a dim 
light to show a goodly store of casks and bottles. _ 

Traversing the cellars to the further and north side Panchito climbed 
up on some casks, and, reaching above her head, she pushed up 
upon a ring, opening a trap-door to the ground-floor of the casa above. 


Then, assisting Lena upon the casks, she, with the help of the latter, 
succeeded in making her way through the trap. ; 

A low murmur of incoherent sounds broke upon the ears of Lena as 
she stood in the semi-darkness upon the wine-casks; then the hands 
of her friend reached down through the trap. Grasping them and 
giving a spring she landed in the room above. 

Then a sight met her eyes which made her grasp the arm of her 
friend for support, while a wild cry leaped from her half-parted lips, 
in which cry was blended joy, sorrow, and the long-pent-up love of years. 

Seated in a huge old armchair, rapidly slipping some gold beads back 
and forth on a string, dressed in gay colours of rich goods but of old- 
fashioned make, was the form of her she had so often dreamed of, so 
often prayed for, so often longed yet dreaded to see. 

The oil-painting of her mother, which hung at her home in San 
Antonio, draped in black crape, had been from infancy familiar to Lena 
Castro’s eyes, and the face before her was its counterpart, except that 
lines of care and suffering were on the brow, the cheeks were ghastly, 
_ and the look in the eyes had changed from the loving tenderness depicted 

in the picture to a vacant, meaningless stare, or a glance of dread, or 
one of fierce defiance and hatred. 

One appealing, loving look Lena cast upon the form of her she now 
knew was her long-lost mother; then she leapt from the trap-door, and 
ooine, clasped the hands of the insane woman and covered them with 

isses. 

To the astonishment of Panchito, who had quickly followed t¢ 
her dear friend from any outbreak of the baa dish? the late a 
place of exhibiting anger or violence, softly stroked the hair of "her 
daughter, and, bending down lovingly, kissed her pure, white brow 

Lena, with tears of joy, flung her arms about her mother’s neck. and 
for the first time within remembrance kissed her lips and murmured : 
ty wie mio !”’ : ‘ 

ere was something about the manner of the 
long-sufferer that forbade Lena venturing too far uh Chal Pw ae 
something so sacred about her presence that it made her own ee 
seem a sacrilege. Its hoarse unnaturalness as she first face to face 
spoke the loving word “Mother! ” sounded through the room like th 
last groan of a soul relieved from earth’s bondage. rane 

Why was it that her heart stood still? Why was it that the t, 
look seemed to pierce her and send a cold thrill of horror through he ne 

She asked herself these questions, and her heart answered Sh cae 
always had a hope of seeing her she had been taucht to ede d 
revere, because her father had never given up the fad ht Abe te: 
pressing his wife to his heart, pure and stainless. cla aren 
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Why he felt that this woul , 
and she had been tanght i get ti He rash les lcn st oh cpl ah ae 
Wad onde f er mother would some time ble 

epay for the long and forced absence i hi 

noun on, earthy REG da ce in a love and affection 
e had as the years rolle | A b 

so, but she never Aeeutied ae ae ‘rip Ae ey nee tees AOI De 

snihes of meeting her with the stare of insanit 

eve bir arate absence of mother y affection in her actions ae 

16 embrace just received had been as devoi tea 

to a doll. Consequentl be i OF Tecan ae Ate en 

: y the poor girl was bewild ‘ 
tinctured with a nameless sorr ae cats ue aad NRE 
as a child, and she allowed ees 1f Paps aged nail apostea i gor rlunbeget 
Paaichito wha eva Weer ei erself to be led away to the trap by 

ed with forebodin f misf : ‘ 

wondered how Lena had 3 gs Of mistortune, and 

eae ke as to bring ee Alor LL plenty nian ano mons 
ith her last glances bent : mot . 

menced fingering her beads and muttering prayers, Lena. was. assisted 

own into the cellar, the trap-door closed, and th irls sto 

and listened with fear and trembli , an e two cirls stood 

at) broken out afresh in the aie all of Se enaea ace np 
cellar. f | : 

Clinging to the hand of Lena, Panchito irs. 

gu , o approached the stairs, b 
before reaching the steps they were forced to pass through a pee of 
light shining through the small grated opening. 

As they reached this spot the blood-curdling warning of a rattle- 
snake came from the window above them, which caused the girls to 
utter a low cry of horror and gaze towards the point of alarm. That 
which they saw at first made their cheeks more ghastly, their breath 
me oe an Felis gasps, fer it was the hideously painted visage of 

7 warrior, 

A warning hiss proceeded from his lips, a fresh-plucked magnolia 
blossom, white as the untrampled snow, fell—a sign of truce or faith 
at the feet of Lena, and words came to her ears that brought the blood 
back to her pale cheeks and doubled the hope ot her heart. 

“Pale Lily watch—Pale Lily no be afraid—Buckskin on trail—take 
Lily back to White Hair—Warlula watch—Greaser hurt Pale Lily lose 
one aM ae is Saar ana will sing in tree—sing when night come— 
may be so fly—wah ! | AN 

Whether the last guttural expression was given in farewell or not 
the girls could not tell, but they thought it meant a signal of danger 
and as at the instant of its sounding through the cellar the head of 
bb oetan disappeared they supposed the danger had pointed towards 

imself. | | 

Both realising the danger they were in from discovery they quickly 
mounted the stairs, traversed the various passages safely, and re-entered 
the room of Lena. Panchito locked the door as the other threw 
been upon her knees by the bedside in prayer, panting with fear 
and hope. | c | 

Soon Panchito knelt by her side, and with arms clasped about each 
other the two wept together, their tears those of thankfulness at the 
promises and hopes of the future. | 

“Warlula is a bird—he sing when moon comes.” 

These words sounded in their ears—almost an echo to those they 
had heard a moment before in the cellar. | 

Their eyes met in wonder, then strove in vain to pierce the dense 
foliage of the cypress, for they knew the words came from its shadows 


and were intended for their ears alone. (Sis 
Their star of hope was gaining 1n brilliancy, and its light. was 
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reflected in their eyes as Panchito hastily gathered up the breakfast- 
service and then exclaimed: 

“My lady must not grieve more. She has two friends now—one 
outside and one inside of this accursed hacienda. When a red warrior 
of the plains says he is a friend you need not fear. I must _go, but 
will watch the drunken ruffians below. You have faith in this Buckskin 
the Indian speaks about, have you, my lady?” ras 

“Yes, my dear friend, he is as sure to come as the moon to rise, 
if he can find the way. One of my worst troubles has been the thought 
that he was dead—that he had lost his life in my service. <A great 
load is lifted from my heart by the words of the Indian. Heaven grant 
they may be true, and that my lips may thank him for his more than 
brotherly services.” ; 

A bright, hopeful smile, a warm kiss, and Panchito passed quickly 
out of the room, the door closed, the key grated, and the beautiful 
Castilian girl was now alone. 

No—she was not alone! A friend as true as the temper of a Damascus 
blade, with eyes everywhere elittering like those of a snake, and ears 
as sharp as those of the wild mustang, lay along a branch, hidden in 
the sereen of leaves near her window, the noiseless, deadly bow and 
arrow in his grasp, the long scalping-knife in his belt. : 


CHAPTER XIV . Unbidden Guesis 


THE bandits who abducted Lena Castro from San Antonio had made 
long, rapid marches until over the Rio Grande, when, feeling safe from 
pursuit, they had indulged in drink, lingered in their camps, and lost 
much time, it being ten days before they delivered their captive at 
the hacienda. 

The Rangers, starting from San Antonio two days after the fight 
at the Mission, having been delayed by the wounds of Sam and Joe, 
and then by preparations for the long trail, had made some forty miles 
each day, until crossing upon Mexican soil they increased their length 
of march to fifty miles, being but eight days on the trail before reaching 
the vicinity of the robber retreat. : 

In fact, the Rangers were within five miles of the retreat of Don 
Brogado when that degenerate son of Old Castile had awakened from 
his drunken slumbers and surprised Lena and Panchito by appearing 
in the room of the former. : 

Although the Rangers had been enabled, by the well-understood sign 
left upon the trail by the Tonkaway Indian, to gain a position near 
to their foes, still they did not think it prudent to approach by daylight 


any nearer the hacienda. 


There might be a large force within the walls, who in that case 
could, by having the advantage of position and being upon their own 
soil, succeed in holding their own, and even eventually so thin the 
ranks of the Rangers that perhaps they might in the end annihilate 
the whole party. 

What they might accomplish they knew must be done by strategy 
and surprise. Night would be the most favourable time for the attaclk 
and they were now confident that within the walls was their daring 
spy, the Tonkaway, who would ascertain the weak points and report 
riper before ise segah come ve the assault. 

t was not probable that Warlula would suppose them to be 
but they knew he would not hesitate at a fifty-mile ride to ed Koa 
the desired information, and he must be aware that they were within 
that distance. 
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The principal scouts in the invading party having come to this con- 
clusion they settled down to await news from the hacienda, securely 
hidden meantime in an opening in the chaparral, their camp being 
well guarded. | | 

While the scouts were discussing various matters relating to their 
quest the quick, lowd crow of the chaparral cock, unheard except at 
night, broke on their ears, followed by an exact imitation of the 
warning signal of a dozen enraged rattlesnakes. | 

Every man sprang to his feet in alarm, and every eye at the same 
moment, guided by the sound, fell upon the proud, erect figure of 
Warlula, who stood with folded arms in their midst, his stoical coun- 
tenance showing no unusual emotion. 

Hjaculations of surprise and warm hand-grasps greeted the Tonkaway. 
ea the Rangers sat down around him on the sward to hear what he 
1ad to say. 


‘“Warlula is glad—he is proud of his white brothers—their eyes are 
keen—they ride fast—they ride long—my white brothers are great 
warriors—they sleep not on warpath. Warlula has trailed the wolf to 
his den—he is a cunning wolf, but Tonkaway can see like panther— 
the chaparral is thick, the thorns sharp—Warlula can crawl like 
Ny ME walls high, Warlula fly like bird. He has seen Pale Lily 
from big tree—Warlula say Buckskin come—say many white warriors 
on trail—Pale Lily heap glad. Greaser dog thick in big house—drink 
much whisky, make heap noise—they much fool—sing death-songs ’fore 
*nother sun come—Warlula go back see big Greaser chief no hurt Pale 
Lily—my white brother will come with warriors—he will be at big 
gate when dark comes—big gate look at sunrise—Warlula will make 
clear trail—much big fight, many scalps—Greaser got much blanket, 
much gold, much heap powder—my white brothers’ guns shoot fast, 
shoot straight—Pale Lily will go back to white-hair father—Rangers 
no make noise—may be so big chief Cortina come from Bravo—then 
too much Greaser for Rangers—Warlula go back—Pale Lily with 
wolves—wolves got sharp teeth—pbite Pale Lily—Warlula no there. Got 
talk—speak quick!” 3 | 

“My red brother,” returned Sam, “is a great brave. There is room 
for another eagle-feather in his war-dress, and Buckskin will put it 
there with his own hands. Many thanks will be spoken from the lips 
of Pale Lily when her face is turned towards her home and father. 
The thanks belong to Warlula. He has done nobly, and we depend 
upon him to-night more than upon ourselves, for cunning wins oftener 
than strength, powder, or steel. We shall be at the big gate which 
fronts towards the sunrise when dark comes. When Warlula hears 
a coyote yelp three times he will know his white brothers are ready 
for battle. The cry of a raven will tell us all is well. Anything you 
boys think of to say to our red brother?” 

“JT don’t reckon,” answered Big Foot, “that anyone on us has a word 
ter sing what’ll mak’ any differ’ in ther fix o’ things. All J has heard 
puts up ther job in open order, an’ ther layout are spread ’zactly ter 
suit. All’s re’dy ter commence ther game. Ef ther gal are in danger 
ther Tonk better slide hisself back ag’in, or she might git damaged 
afore we gits her outen ther claws o’ ther cusses. i 

“Big Trailer CaS eerie a aman got heap work—his knife will be 

, ext see white brother. | 
oceans hand, the Indian rose and stalked stealthily away. 

After leaving the camp of the Rangers Warlula followed a narrow, 
winding trail through the dense chaparral, which towered far above 


his crouching form. 


—>. 
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His eyes glanced suspiciously around upon all sides, at times stop- 
ping in his tracks and listening intently. Then, with long, rapid 
strides, he glided noiselessly on his way until, still hidden by the 
foliage of the mesquites, cacti, and bristling dagger-leaved palmas, 
he came to the high adobe wall which surrounded the hacienda of the 
bandit chief. % 

Turning south, and following the wall, avoiding the thick clumps 
of red and black chaparro, cranberry bush, waxberry, and junco, he 
cates to a mesquite the upper branches of which towered above the 
wall. 

Quickly mounting up through the limbs, the Indian loosened a 
strong trailing vine, which he had evidently twined about the tree 
before he had started on a visit to the Ranger camp. _ Reh ae 

The long twining network of branches and serpent-like twigs which 
sprang out in every direction from this vine, high up in a tree-top on 
the inner side of the wall, were strong enough to support a much 
heavier weight than the Tonkaway. 

The end held by Warlula had been severed by his knife from its 
connection with the earth inside the garden. 

Grasping this vine firmly, Warlula made his way through the 
branches of the mesquite as far from the wall as the vine would admit 
then braced himself and gave a flying spring far out over the wall 
and its dangerous clumps of prickly pear. He alighted in the tree 
which sustained the vine. 

Now the Indian’s astonishing efforts brought him inside the garden, 
and he wag all caution and thoroughly alive to all sounds. 

Glancing about, Warlula, seeing nothing to alarm him, quickly 
slid down the tree to the ground, groped hig way through the thickets 
of fruit trees until, near the hacienda, he mounted the cypress, and 
a few moments later was gazing through the grated window into the 
room where Lena Castro was kept confined. 

Much to Warlula’s satisfaction the girl was seated in a chair in 
deep slumber. She had not been troubled by the bandit chief during 
the Tonkaway’s absence. 

Not wishing to remain idle, the Indian climbed higher up the tree, 
and with some trouble succeeded, after carefully making his way out 


- upon a branch which projected over the flat room of the hacien a, in 


dropping upon the same without being seen or making enough noise to 
be icone | 


Walking to that part cf the house-top under which the dining-hall 
was located, Warlula distinctly heard from the chimney the sounds 
of rude song and laughter from the bandits who were carousing below. 
His attention was, however, suddenly diverted from the din by the 
dull clang of a bell, and next moment he heard the clatter of hoofs 
upon the pavement of the patio. 

Luckily the branches of the trees which stood near by the main 
entrance drooped over the roof, and the Indian, hastening to the 
breast-high wall, was enabled, himself secure from observation, to see 
plainly through the foliage. He saw Don Brogado, much intoxicated 
welcoming some newcomers—a score of cutthroats, at whose head was 
a finely-formed man clad in a rich, highly-ornamented blue velvet suit 
and armed to the teeth. f 

One glance told the Tonkaway that Juan N. Cortina, the scourge of 
the Rio Grande, the king bandit of America, was below, and a double 
scowl of hatred and gratification settled on the Indian’s brow. 

Amid loud clatter the horses were stabled, but instead of entering 
the hacienda Cortina turned his mustang, ordered the gate to be 
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reopened, waved an adieu, and galloped tow : i 
his men as guests of Don Rropadu: , a pint bic 
Although the extensive dining-hall of the hacienda was now crowded 
with lawless men, nearer brutes-than human beings, three to one 
: i é x 
against the little band of Rangers, Warlula’s actions showed that he 
had no doubt of the issue. | 

Tightening his belt, he, with a spring, grasped the limb from which 
he ‘had gained the roof, and was soon in his old perch by the window 
of the captive maiden, who, awakened by the clang of the bell and 
the bustle below, was pacing her apartment, with great anxiety 
depicted upon ther features. 3 

Suddenly the warning of the rattlesnake issued from the branches 
of the tree. | , 

At first the sound made her shrink with fear and utter a half-stifled 
scream—but connecting it with the signal she had heard while with 
Panchito in the cellar, and also upon a second thought knowing the 
ry uae does not frequent tree-tops, she advanced to the barred 
window. 

“Maybe so Warlula snake, maybe so Warlula bird,” spoke the 
Indian in a low tone. “Warlula been to Ranger camp—Buckskin 
here when dark come—heap more Greaser in big house—Cortina wolves 
—no bark more when sun come—sun go down in west—Greaser never 
see more—Pale Lily catch rope tie to iron.” ) 

The Indian as he spoke tossed the end of a rope to Lena Castro, who 
at once fastened it to one of the window bars. 

Warlula with all his strength and weight then pulled on the lariat. 

The iron bar bent, and one end now slipped from its adobe sockt 
and flew outward. Fastening securely the end he held to a limb over- 
head, he swung himself upon the window sill, unfastened the end from 
the bent bar, secured it to the one still firmly embedded, drew out 
the loosened iron, stepped through the window, and stood in the room 
with her he had risked this life many times to save. ae oul 

Lena gazed at the paint-grimed warrior, then made her way to his 
side and took his hand, torn and bleeding from the chaparral-groping 
and tree-climbing. Ray : 

“My kind, noble friend! how much I thank you for what you have 
done to protect and save me from the brutes below. Words cannot 
tell——” i 

“Warlula no want thanks,” interrupted the Indian. “ Warlulu 
got good squaw—he come save Pale Lily, for Buckskin—white brother 
say, Warlula, go Rocky Mountains, he go quick—Buckskin, he brother 
of Warlula.” | : 

“Bet your last doubloon on that!” broke upon their astonished ears, 
and amid a rustle of leaves and springing of branches Buckskin Sam 
bounded right through the window into the room and grasped a 
hand of each. Sat sg rar 

“What for Buckskin come—want die? How climb wall?” asked the 
Indian quickly. | | ) 

an poi to see what kind of a fitout you had here. I don’t want 
to die just yet, and do not propose to do so. I found a way over the 
wall, for I am used to following your trail, Warlula. I left the boys 
aboutt a mile from ‘here—they will be ready for lively times when they 
are wanted.” 

He turned to Lena then, and from her full heart she burst out 
in sincere tones: ; ies 
a ay the saints preserve you through this dreadful night! That 
I should bring you into such danger makes me wish that I ‘had never 


? 
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been born. You saved me from the bandits at Mission Conception, 
but Fate decreed they should recapture me after you were at the 
very gates of death. You have traced me here to this far-away haunt 
of outlaws. I have found through my misfortunes friends more true 
than I ever thought were to be found in this world. Surely all is for 
the best, for in being torn from the arms of a loving father I have 
found my long-lost mother—and through your efforts, and the help 
‘<i Heaven, our family may be reunited for the first time 1n my remem- 
ance.” 

“Can this be possible?” said Sam in surprise. “Then indeed,” he 
continued, “this has been a fortunate turn in your life, and in the 
history of your family. But we have no time for further conversation. 
Thank Heaven we have the winning cards, and will save you and 
your mother, or leave our bones to the coyotes of Mexico!’’ | | 

At this instant the key grated in the lock. Sam drew his revolvers 
and then sprang behind the door as it swung open; the Indian darted 
around the draperies of the bed, drawing his scalping-knife; and Lena, 
pale as death, trembling for the safety of her friends, stood unable 
to move in the middle of the room. , 

“Praise be to Heaven!” burst thankfully from Lena’s lips as 
Panchito entered, closed and locked the door. 

“My lady is excited!” exclaimed the Mexican girl. 

Then discovering Sam at her side, and Warlula just coming from his 
hiding-place, a scream was ready to burst from her lips, but it was 
stifled quickly by Sam as, with one arm wound about her waist, his 
hand pressed her quivering lips. pi | 

“We are friends, and here to take away from this den all who are 
kept here through fear or force,” he Said in a low voice. 

One look into the eyes of Sam, and Panchito smiled, for ‘she 
recognised that a true friend was clinging to her. 

“What are the bandits doing below?” hastily added Sam as he 
released Panchito. 

“They are drinking and singing, senor.” 

“How many outlets are there to this hacienda?” 

“Four, senor. Front, side, back, and a secreti tunnel from the cellar 
to the stables.” | 

“Mark that, Warlula,” said Buckskin Sam. 

Then turning again to Panchito hhe added: 

“Can you get Lena’s mother into this room?” 

“JT will try.” 7 | 

“Too much talk,” broke in the Indian. “Warlula go kill Antonio— 
get key—open big gate—sun say good-bye over plain—dark come soon 
—Buckskin go bring warriors.” 

The Tonkaway sprang from the window and disappeared in the tree. 

“Lena,” said Sam, “be calm and confident. This girl must bring 
your mother into this room and take the key and lock the door on the 
inside. You will then be safe while the battle goes on. I expect we 
shall have a tough time with the fiends. They will fight like demons 
maddened as they are by whisky, but we must whip them here or they 
will hang on our trail and take in more than one of our brave boys 
Have no fears for us. We are used to desperate games, when steel 
and lead are trumps. Good-bye.” 

Before he could prevent it Lena and Panchito had each seized a 
hand and pressed their lips to his palms. Then he sprang through 
the window, slid down the tree, glided through the shrubbery, and 
over the wall by the swinging vine, moving off on hig way to rejoin 
‘is anxiously waiting companions, f 
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CHAPTER XV 
How They Fight in Mexico 
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“The next time you posish Joseph, give him a stand near the 
kitchen. Make a note of that and give him an orchestra chair in your 
brain-box. We will make no changes now—perhaps ’tis better. Lead 
on, Pll chew me way to grub or die hungry. Show me his satanic 
majesty, Don Lorenzo Brogado, and J’ll carve a facsimile of the main 
entrance of the Alamo upon his breast. Sam, I’m desperate. I smell 
coffee within those dismal walls; do something quick, or (ll chaw my 
own tongue up.” : 

“All right, Joe,” returned Buckskin Sam. “Boys, take your posi- 
tions. Let the gate swing and show them we are ready to open 
game. Don Brogado will have a surprise party which he will not care 
to welcome.” 

Bill Lambert and Fighting Ben, each with their squad of men, went 
cautiously to their positions. Big Foot, Sam, and their pards stood 
concealed by the side of the porch, and by a wave of the hand Sam 
gave the signal for Warlula to swing back the gate, which he did. 
Then he quickly closed it and sprang into the lodge of the porter. 

A moment after the dull clang of the bell resounded through the 
hacienda Sam and Big Foot heard a heavy step inside the hall, 
accompanied by the sound of curses. 

Then the key turned, the door swung open, and the bandit chief, 
with his rifle at the ready, stepped into the porch, raised his ‘hand to 
shade his eyes from the bright moonlight, and gazed towards the gate, 
exclaiming: . 

“Carambo! did my ears deceive me? The gate is closed. What 

means this mystery, Antonio?” 

_ The name was spoken in a tone which showed a foreboding of evil, 
for he saw the portero was not at his post. 

There was no time given for an answer. The iron grasp of Big Foot 
Wallace held him in a vice-like grip, Sam wrenched the rifle from 
his hands, and in a trice Don Brogado was bound fast to the trunk 
of one of ‘his own trees, and securely gagged before being able to voice 
any signal to his followers. | 

While Sam and Big Foot were securing the bandit chief, Daring 
Bill and the other Rangers made a rush inside the hall, but all halted 
as the silence of death had taken the place of low sounds of revelry 
Boel bad struck their ears on the opening of the door by Don 
Brogado. 

f Halt, boys!” ordered Bill. “I’ll see what the fiends are about and 
draw a few cards before the game is really open and they know what 
is trumps.” 

Stepping to the door of the dining-hall, through the keyhole of 
which shone a bright light, Bill Thomson showed that he was well 
entitled to the cognomen of “Daring Bill” by throwing the door 
wide open and, with a Colt’s six-shooter in each hand, standing boldly 
in full view of three score of cutthroats, who, standing in groups, or 
seated at the long table extended the length of the vast hall, were 
holding their glasses filled with liquor to pledge their chief upon his 
expected entrance. , 

At the sight of Daring Bill with his cocked revolvers they were 
for a moment vhunderstruck, and stood or sat open-mouthed and 
staring at the solitary audacious Texan. 

That moment of inaction sealed the doom of many, for in a quick 
rattling fusillade Bill fired his twelve shots before they could recover 
from their surprise or draw a weapon. Then he slammed the door 
shut and sprang back to the main entrance, where he met Sam and 
Big Foot, and while reloading explained his little game. 
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For a moment all was wild confusion within the dining-hal | 
of the bandits had been killed or wounded by the Hohtrings likes foil 
lade of Daring Bill, and the outlaws were in ignorance of what had 
become of their chief, or what force threatened them. 

Judging from the execution done by a single Texan, they had a 
poor show if many of his stamp were about, but being now ready, with 
their weapons in their hands, they, in a confused mass and without 
a leader, endeavoured to plan some means of escape from the trap 
in which they found themselves. They knew their late assailant could 
not be alone, and conjectured that their chief had fallen. or was 
captured by the enemy. | 3 

A rush was made by many out of the front hall, the Texans falling 
back into the patio. | 


As the bandits crowded out of the door the Rangers sent deadly | 


volleys into their ranks, blocking the entrance with dead and driving 
the survivors back in terror, while curses and yells drowned the shrieks 
and groans of the numerotg wounded. 

The Texan yell now broke, wild and clear, from the rear, followed 
by the cracking clatter of revolvers and the war-cry of Warlula, as 
the party of Fighting Ben poured death into those attempting to 
escape by the back entrance. | 

A score, at least, of these desperate bandits had been shot down 
when the remainder’ regained their first position, the dining-hall. 

The absence of their chief was still a mystery, and an unlucky 


occurrence in their present position, and Corlies, who had successfully — 


made the raid after Lena Castro, was chosen chief for the occasion. 
Some of the Mexicans were sent to the wine cellar to make their 

way through the tunnel to the stables and get ready the mustangs; 

others were sent up to the roof to pick off the Texans below with their 


rifles, and the main party, under Corlies, were to make a rush over ~ 


the dead, out of the main entrance. i 

The Texans reloaded, and awaited further operations. 

There was a pause, and all was silence except for the groans of 
the wounded and the shrill screams of the numerous night birds, 
affrighted by the unusual din about their homes in the thick tree 
branches. 

At this instant, when all were intently watching for the appearance 
of the bandits in another sortie, a delicate hand, followed by a velvet 
sleeve thickly covered with buttons,- was thrust through the 
bars of the big gate, and the key which Warlula in his hurry had 
left in the lock was turned. i | : 

The gate opened, and Black Bravo, followed by a Tonkaway Indian 
in war-paint, sprang inside the grounds and disappeared within the 
porter’s lodge, just as the gate slammed against the spring in the 
post and the bell clanged within the hacienda. _ ae ) 

" Ag the bell sounded the bandits under Corlies, thinking that Don 
Brogada had returned, charged in a body over the dead and into the 

\AT1O, 

Petho Rangers, whose attention was attracted by the bell towards 
the open gate, were, for the moment, off their guard, but met the 
charge firmly, dealing death at every crack of their revolvers. 

In this charge, when Big Foot and Reckless Joe were cut off from 
their pards, when the balls were cutting the air in every direction 
and the sudden fall of heavy bodies upon the pavements struck the 
ear each instant, feeling sprang for Buckskin Sam, and, pointing at 
ihi ressed the trigger. 
ey ser al pistol belched yee Black Bravo sprang between the muzzle 
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and our hero, and received the ball intended for Buckskin Sam in his — 
own breast, falling to the pavement at Sam’s feet. | 

At the same instant Corlies also fell dead from a shot through the 
brain, fired by Reckless Joe. 

As Corlies and Black Bravo fell, the clatter of a ‘hundred hoofs 
thundered over the pavement of the patio, and Don Jose Castro, at 
the head of his Texas Mexicans, appeared upon the scene. | 

A wild yell of relief and welcome broke from the bandits, for they 
thought from the costumes and countenances of the newcomers that 
friends had come to their aid. me : 

A rally yell from the Texans brought Fighting Ben and his crowd, 
with Bill Lambert, from the stables. | 


Their rifles were turned upon the new arrivals, but quickly lowered 


as their leader shouted: . 
“Viva Don Samuel! 


Viva Texanos! 


Down with the bandits of 


Don Brogado! Jose Castro has come for his daughter Lena!” 

At this moment the bandits who had gained the roof poured a deadly 
volley into the ranks of the hated Texas Mexicans, many falling dead 
from their mustangs before they could fire a shot. 7 | 

Warlula, the first to discover the new point of danger, with a war- 
ery sounding from his lips, sprang from the big cypress, mounted, 

stopping an instant by the window to speak a word of encouragement 
eat inform Lena Castro of her father’s arrival. | 

‘Then he mounted still higher up, and bounded upon the roof. Before 
him were half a dozen bandits, firing down upon the patio, their backs 


turned to the Tonkaway. 


Quickly the long scalping-knife cut the air, and loud sounded the 
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friends, 2. To do their best to help one 
another in time of trouble and distress. 3. To - 
be kind to animals, and prevent cruelty to 
dumb creatures by others. 4, To strive to 
stamp out bullying, cowardice, and the use of 
vulgar language. 5. To be loyal to their 
country in peace and war. 6. To be truthful, 
generous, honourable, manly, and brave. 7. 
To lend a hand in moment of danger to every- 
body whether they be fellow members or not. 


NOTE THIS.—EHach Recruit must fill 
As the form below and send it, with 
threepence in stamps, to the Presi- 
dent. Unless this is done member- 
ship will not be allowed. 
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Tonkaway war-whoop as the glittering steel was plunged alternatel : 
into the hearts of three of the cutthroats before the Gikets PT prcuieicea | 


their danger and sprang upon him with clubbed rifles. 

One more falls, his breast cloven with a terrible blow from the red 

son of the prairies, who grasps a rifle descending upon his head and is 
grappled in a death-embrace by the most powerful of the bandits. 
_ While the other ig about to deal the Indian a death-blow from behind 
he is himself caught in the arms of another Indian, who has apparently 
dropped from the clouds, and who buries his sharp-pointed knife deep 
in the breast of the Greaser. 


Warlula and the burly bandit struggle fiercely, neither able to gain — 


an advantage, the Indian not daring to loosen his hold on the rifle, and 
each glaring into the other’s eyes. | 

Back and forth over the dead they go, locked in an embrace which 
can loosen only with the death of one or other of the combatants. 

The strange Indian, who had arrived upon the scene so opportunely, 
stands with one foot upon the bandit he has just slain, and draws a 
delicately formed and highly ornamented bow from the quiver at his 
back, together with an arrow. | 

Watching the fearful struggle before he fits his arrow to the bow, and 


with eyes like the sky-soaring eagle, blazing with the fury of war, draws — 


the bow and sends an arrow hissing into the very heart of the bandit, 
the feathered shaft resting against the cheek of Warlulu as it quivers 
at the sudden meeting of bone. | 

One fiendish yell, a scowl] of intense hatred, and the lest foe on th 
roof of the hacienda sinks at the feet of the panting Warlula. | 


The Tonkaway turns upon his heel and confronty his preserver, who 


stands in silence before him with heaving bosom and modest mien. 
Warlula gives a glance, ’tis but a lightning look; then, with his war- 
cry sounding, and bloodstained knife cutting circles in the air, he 
bounds into the cypress, for the sounds of war fill the air, and he is wild 
with the insanity born of battle. | 
His white brother is in danger, and he is soon at his side, shoulder to 
shoulder, fighting like a fiend. Rake a 


CHAPTER XVI : The End of the Long Trail 


WHEN the bandits realised, from the words of Don Jose Oastro and the 
firing of his men into their ranks, that the mounted Mexicang were 
their foes, and from Texas, their rage and fury knew no bounds. 

They became desperate and strove to cut their way through the 
Rangers to get at those they hated and detested more a thousand times 
than the whites. 

For a few moments there was a rapid exchange of shots on both sides, 
the men under Don Jose firing over the heads of the Rangers with their 
carbines and revolvers. 

In the midst of the terrible hail of lead the attention of the com- 
batants was drawn towards the stables by wild yells and cheering, and 
there, mounted Hyon Ra eas were a score bandits, who had escaped 

oh the tunnel in the cellar. 

papas came thundering over the pavement towards the mounted 
men under Don Jose, a cheer arose from the hard-pressed and thinned 
ranks of their comrades at the porch, who were at this moment foreed, 
by a desperate charge, headed by Joe, Sam, and the Fighting Thomp- 
sons, back again into the hacienda. | : 
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There were not over a dozen of the Mexicans left as they retredted 
once more into the spacious dining-hall and carefully barricaded the 
door against all comers, — : 

The Rangers leaned on their rifles exhausted, and with blood and 
powder much grimed, gazing upon the charge of the mounted bandits, 
who came on from the stables at a reckless gallop towards the numerous 
followers of Don Jose Castro. : 

The stamping of many steeds had broken down the borderiog shrub- 
bery until the patio was its original size, leaving quite an open space 
for the conflict of “Greaser ag’in’ Greaser,” as Big Foot remarked. 

During the fighting Don Brogado remained tied to the tree in the 
shadows. He had been forgotten by those who placed him there, and 
had not been discovered by the others. He ground his teeth, as much 
as the gag allowed, in insane fury and madness, ag he saw his men fall 
like the dry leaves of the forest. | 3 

But when his hated enemy, Don Jose Castro, appeared wpon the 
scene the bandit chief stru ogled, foamed at the mouth, and at last 
wrenched himself free by one almost superhuman effort, tore the gag 
from his mouth, and, as his men charged upon their mustangs from the 
stables, he rushed across the patio like a bounding buck and met them 
in plain view of all upon the grounds. | 
At the moment Don Brogado reached his men, who recognised him 

with a yell of joy, one of the number dismounted and passed his sabre 
to his chief. 

Don Brogado sprang into the saddle with a diabolical yell, whirled his 
sabre in circles through the air, drove his spurs deep into the flanks of 
his mustang, and at the head of his cutthroat band charged down upon 
Don Jose Castro and his numerous and resolute Texas Mexicans. 

The instant that the mounted bandits emerged from the stables 
Reckless Joe sprang towards the big gate, vociferously exclaiming: 

“Hang out your banners on, the outer wall, close up your gates; the 
cry is still they come!” | 

Shutting up the gate to cut off all retreat, he sprang back to the side 
of his pard Sam, yelling: 

“Come on, you mangy scum! Come on,, and darned be he who first 
eries ‘Hold!’ Brace up, boys, and hurl the demons into the double 
distilled bottomless pit!” 

“Hold, Joe! follow us! We've got to be mounted to cope with these 
fellows, for they’re going right through Don Jose’s party. Come on, 
boys, for the stables!” 

And the two life-long pards, Joe and Sam, together with Bill Lambert 
the Fighting Thompsons, Ben and Bill, and also Big Foot, rushed 
around the hacienda, and each secured a mustang, which had been left 
ready saddled by the bandits. 

When mounted they galloped madly towardyg the patio, to the aid of 
Don Jose and his men. ‘ 

Meanwhile the mounted bandits and Texas Mexicans were fighting 
like tigers, and the Rangers left behind, at the main entrance, were 
ehooting the bandits from their mustangs with Sharp’s renowned rifles. 

Don Brogado strove hard to reach hig enemy, Don Jose Castro, but 
the latter’s men heroically protected their aged leader. ; 

The bandit chief, when at last he had but four men left able to fight 
_ tas reinforced by those from the dining-hall, who had recognised the 
yell of Don Brogado and rushed out by the unwatched back entrance. 

And now all, pressed against the east wall of the hacienda, fought for 
dear life. Those on foot made a dash into the shrubbery and captured 
each a horse from whose back the owner had been shot. Then they 
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gathered together around their desperate chief, who 
incarnate, once more ordered a charge upon Don Jo 
on papel rin berate “sie by their leader. | | 

ut now the mounted Rangers came at a breakneck gallop upon, the 
patio, and cut the bandit chief off from his pantehiolated nya ea a 

Down with the murdering ladrones!” yelled Buckskin Sam. “But 
save Don Brogado! We want him alive!” he added in sienificant tones. 

Sam, followed by ‘his friends, each with his Colt’s revolver presented, 
came like an avalanche upon the last forlorn hope of the bandit gang, 
and amid the rattling fusillade every follower of Don Brogado fell 
pierced with balls, and the bandit chief found himself the centre of a 
circle of deadly tubes, a tiger at bay. | 

“Leave him to me, gentlemen,” cried Don Jose Castro, dismounting 
from his mustang and drawing his sword. “He has wronged me and 
mine more than human heart can conceive.” | 

A quiet gleam of satisfaction overspread the brutish features of the 
bandit chief as the circle of Rangers parted, allowing an opening for 
the approaching Castro. : 

“Dismount, you dog of a murderer!” shouted Sam. “You despoiler 
of QObristian homes! Face him from whom you stole father, mother, 

wife, and child!” | 

With a gleam of intense ferocity the bandit chief sprang to the 
pavement and rushed at Don Jose, their swords clashing together as the 
Rangers surrounded them to prevent the escape of the robber chief. — 

Knowing that before him was the man who had caused him a life of 
intense misery, and brought him to age and grey hairs before his time, 
who had murdered his saintly parents upon their own hearthstone, and. 
torn his wife and daughter from his arms, Don Castro fought with a 
consciousness that justice governed each stroke of his sword and 
strengthened this arm. 

Knowing that naught but death now awaited him, Don Brogado 
fought with a desperation born of despair, hate, and madness. : 
Up and down the patio, over the dead and dying, fought the panting 
men, neither gaining advantage as steel clanged to steel and sparks 

flew right and left. 

But now newcomers appeared upon the scene. ) 

An Indian leading Lena Castro, who clings to her insane mother, and 
in their front Panchito, the Mexican girl, with eager, searching eyes, 
gazing here and there at the heaps of slain. no 

As the latter neared the circle of Rangers she saw him who had torn 
her from home and parents engaged in a deadly conflict that might lose 
her sworn revenge. Her features contorted, her eyes blazed with the 
pent-up passion of years of wrong and maddening misery, and, rapidly 
drawing a stiletto from her girdle, she broke through the ring of 
Rangers and rushed with the fury of a tigress on the bandit chief. 

“This man is mine! He has wronged me as well as many other poor 
creatures. I have sworn to have revenge, and thus I take it!” 

Bounding between the flashing blades, she buried the steel in Don 
Brogado’s breast, and as he fell stood over him like an avenging angel. 

The moonlight, Shue through the foliage, cast a halo of silvery 
ight about her queenly figure. 
ey this astant a white-robed girl flew past the Rangers. | 

The word “ hati OSG oe her lips, and Lena Castro was folded 
; ms of her loved parent. Wl : 
pee a moment later Buckskin Sam stepped to Castro’s side, leading 
the insane woman, and addressed the old Castilian. ; 

“Don Jose Castro, you have your daughter in your arms unhurt. 


, yelling like a fiend | 


se and the men who . 
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- Now I restore to you your long-lost wife, Marietta Castro, stolen from 


this hacienda, once the happy home of you and yours, by, the fiend — 
lying at your feet. Terror and despair have unseated her mind; but I 
think—I sincerely hope—that in time, with the kind care of yourself 
and your loving daughter, she will recover her senses, and that many 
happy days are in store for you all. | | 

During the time Sam had been speaking Don Castro gazed in a 
bewildered manner at the spirit-like form before him; but when he 
really comprehended the words of our hero, and those hastily added by 
his daughter Lena, the tears burst from his eyes and he folded the 
unresisting, long-lost wife to his bosom. 

At this moment the fighting Thompsons came up, bearing a wounded 
man, whose feeble moan drew the attention of Lena Castro. Despite 
the blood and powder-grimed features, she recognised Augustin Siliceo, 
her betrothed husband. 

“Lena,” explained Sam, “here is a gentleman who fought nobly 
through the desperate charges of the last part of this fierce battle, and 
he claims your soothing care and attention.” 

“An’ here are anuther what’ll put yer in the same posish, little pard,”’ 
exclaimed Big Foot, mournfully advancing toward our hero, holding, as 
a woman holds an infant. one of the wounded in his arms. 

“Here are ther piece o’ black velvet,” he continued, “what saved yer 
back at ther Sabinas, and he’s nigh on ter passin’ his checks.” 

“By Heaven, man! not only did he save my life on the Rio Sabinas, 
but here, to-night, he received the ball intended for me. Lay him 
down gently, Wallace,” continued Sam after a pause, while he gazed 


-uponfthe almost lifeless man. ‘We may be able to save him yet. He 


is a mystery to me, and yet, Wallace, I owe him more than I can ever 


_ hope to repay.” 


Tenderly did Big Foot place the form of Black Bravo upon a blanket 
spread out by Buckskin Sam, and then, taking his handkerchief, he 
wiped away from brow and face the great beads of dew wrung out by 
agony and anticipated death. | 


The soft silk performed a miracle, for when it left the before-stained 
face, pale, delicate, and beautiful feminine features were disclosed to 
the view of those who intently and eagerly gazed with much more than 
common interest upon the strange scout, who had appeared to them only 
in times of deadly peril. 

The long lashes quiveringly lifted from the pallid cheeks, and the 
dark hazel eyes looked undying love into the face of Buckskin Sam. 

Big Foot loosened jacket and shirt to ascertain the extent of the 
wound, but wound, but sprang amazed to his feet. 

A faint, musical voice struck the ears of Buckskin Sam as he gazed 


_ sadly down upon the mysterious, well-dressed stranger. 


“Sam—don t—you—you-—know your Mary?” 

The words came like a zephyr, born of the celestial flutter of soaring 
angels’ wings. 

“Heavens above! who are you?” burst in gasping tones from th 
lips of Buckskin Sam as he fell on his knees and held his face devas 
rg that of the wounded stranger girl—for such she was. 

gentle whisper again'repeated his name in loving tones, the deli 
hands clasped around Buckskin Sam’s neck, his long hair iteanine 
od her ae) and he Se ee in a voice of anguish: 

“Mary! , Heaven! what does this mean? Why did you f 
me—alas! I fear to your death?” ¢ ied ie ri 

“ Because—I loved-—you, Sam—and thought you loved—Lena Castro. 
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die.” 


It was agony to hear her few words gasped out; and teks Cat furrows 


down the powder-grimed cheeks of Buckskin Sam and the other rough 
Rangers. | | 


hy 


Tell me—you do not—that you—love Mary—and kiss me—before—I ; 


M i 
“By my hopes of Heaven, Mary, such a thought as love for Lena 


Castro never entered my brain! I came here to save her from a fate 
worse than death, and restore her to the arms of a loving, much- 
bereaved father. [| have never thought of love. I have only cherished 
even you as a friend. But now I swear, if you will but live, I will 
love you more than mortal ever dreamed, and make upon this earth 
a heaven for you.” EN 

“Thank God!” whispered the dying girl. “I can—die happy—I have 
prayed for—this. One—one more—kiss—dear Sam—meet——” 

A heavy, soul-rending groan burst from Sam, and his form shook like 
an aspen. All was over. 

As the last of her words was whispered, the last faint gasp died in 


his ear, Buckskin Sam folded the dead in his arms, and he who hereto- © 


fore had allowed no sorrow to unbend him, whose yell of encouragement 
but a few moments before had rung in the fierce battle’s front, bowed 
down to earth with a grief beyond consolation, most terrible to those 
who witnessed it. eas 

In hfe he had known Mary but as a friend—in death he knew 
her as a lover. 

Warlulu approached his white brother. By his side was the strange 
Indian who saved his life on the roof of the hacienda, and who in 
company with Black Bravo, saved Buckskin Sam when surrounded and 
lassoed by the bandits of Cortina on the Rio Sabinas. ; 

The war-paint hag disappeared, and Lulula’s features were plainly 
revealed. 

Both stop as they see the form of Buckskin Sam prone upon the 
pavement, his arms encircling Black Bravo. They keep their places 
at a respectful distance, awaiting the time when their white brother 
shall have controlled his grief. 

All who are within the patio are now aware of the sex of the brave, 
self-sacrificing stranger clothed in black velvet. Ss 

But not long ago, when “Mary” first came on the scene neither Sam 
nor any of his party knew or suspected that the devoted stranger 
belonged to the feminine gender. How could they when she was in 
masculine attire? She had disguised herself with a moustache, raven 
hair hung in wavy masses to the shoulders, over a richly-embroidered 
black velvet jacket covered with buttons. Slashed pants to match the 
jacket are tucked into the tops of high, fancy boots, on the heels of 
which jingle the long-rowelled Mexican spurs, with their little tinkling 
bells. so common at that time in that country. A fine, embossed belt, 
with huge silver buckle, supports a Colt’s army revolver and bowie- 


knife. Take him altogether, he looked the dandy sport of the fandango ~ 


and monte-house. 3 
But enough of the girl’s disguise and what she was—now lies she 
acrifice to love. 
ea tche snaayiaint kept his place, in complete silence and respect for 
the sudden and unlooked-for grief of him they ali leved. 
The tip-ity-tip of a horse, coming up the trail from towards Monterey, _ 
caused no change in the scene, although many eyes glanced towards the 
in surprise and anxiety. 
Bris uomnd of the galloping horse came nearer and nearer. 
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The animal and its rider entered the moonlit space at the gate and 
came to a sudden halt, the steed giving a wild snort of terror at the 
scent of blood. | 

Who was the rider? 

Not one in that battle-worn band but knew him too well at the very 
first glance. ead : 

The commanding figure, the gold buttons flashing in the moonlight, 
the well-pclished mountings of saddle and arms, the black sombrero and 
plume, the long hair, and the poise upon the steed, as he quickly pulled 
the animal upon its haunches in astonishment and apprehension—all 
showed the well-known fiend of the chaparrals, the scourge of the Rio 
Grande, Juan N. Cortina. 

But an instant did the form of the celebrated chief stand outlined 
in the moonlight. i 

The scene was too fearful for even him, reared amid bloodshed as he 
had been; and then there lurked there for him the deadliest danger. 
He wheeled his mustang, drove spurs deep, and bounded into the dense 
chaparral, with a look of fear and horror on his white face. 

As Cortina disappeared the scene suddenly changed. A sheet of 
lurid flame sprang from the window of the wine-cellar, roaring like the 
sound of an approaching north wind. 

The origin of the confiagration was explained to the observers by the 
sudden appearance of Dutch Pete and Mike McFillinny with a basket of 
bottles. No doubt but that, in their explorations for the liquor they all 
loved so well and imbibed so freely, they had accidentally set fire to the — 
hacienda. 

As the flames crackled and pierced the very heavens, filling the air 
with vast clouds of smoke, all realised that their lives depended upon 
immediate departure, that the fire would signal the many followers of 
Don Brogado, who still lurked in their mountain retreat, and also bring 
down upon the Texans the soldiers of the republic from Monterey. 

Big Foot advanced and very gently laid his hand upon the shoulder 
of Sam, saying: 

“Little pard, rouse yerself. Mary Saunders are gone ter a heap 
better place nor this, an’ we has ter hump ourselves or git our gizzards 
well carved. Thar’s sum livin’ ones ter care fer, an’ we can’t help 
thim what’s taken ther jump inter kingdom cum. We all feels fer 
yer, an’ all that, an’ ’lows ter help go ther hull hog on avengin’ her. 
We'll think o’ Mary, as well as ther Alamo, when we cut our way 
through ther murderin’ cusses hereafter. Come, little pard, all ther 
boys is ready for hi’stin’ themselves outen this place.” 

Recalled to himself by those words, the manner of Buckskin Sam ~ 
changed. Raising his hands, stained with the blood shed to save his 
own, upward towards the firelit sky, exclaimed in a hoarse, unnatural 
voice ; 

“Gentlemen, hear me! From this night on I swear over the dead 
form of this noble, innocent maiden, whose affections, unknown to 
myself, were centred on me, and who has sacrificed her life for that 
love—over her blood-stained, murdered form, I swear that henceforth 
I will never give quarter to a dog of a bandit who has ever raised 
hand against a white man, woman, or child! My heart shall know no 
mercy for the bandits of the Bravo. Now I am ready to prepare for 
departure; but I should not have peace in the future aid I bury Mary 
cerapesy within these walls. She shall not rest under this polluted 
arth. 

One by one Sam’s friends had gathered about him. 

Lena Castro took his hand, the tears coursing down her cheeks, for 
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she felt that she was in a manner the cause of the death of the brave 
but unfortunate girl. f 4 


Then Warlula and Lulula each pressed Buckskin Sam’s hand to their 
hearts, Warlula saying: Aas 

“Buckskin Sam is warrior—when he sing death-song an’ go to Happy 
Hunting Grounds he meet black velvet squaw. She much brave 


warrior—too bad die—white brother say, Warlula sad—Lulula heart 


bleed much for Buckskin.” aS 

Kach of the Ranger friends spoke a kind word and gave a shake of 
sympathy. : 

Then the bustle of departure created a busy scene. The horses of 
the Rangers were brought from the chaparral, and others, sufficient 
to mount the party and pack the booty, were at once gathered together. 

The females and wounded were the first to be mounted; proceeded 
by an advanced guard, they passed out of the gate. , 

The remainder of the Rangers followed, driving pack-mules laden 
with spoil, for Don Castro did not allow them to go away empty- 
handed 

Only a little behind the rest rode our hero, surrounded by his nearest 
friends and bearing in his arms the dead body of Mary Saunders. 
aking a north-west course through the chaparral, they rode on 
until at last, beneath the drooping branches of the bottom timber, 


on the banks of the Rio Sabinas, they buried the mourned and — 


murdered maid. 

Then slowly they made their way towards the ford near the junction 
of the Rio Alamo and Rio Grande, and at last once more pressed foot 
on Texan soil. 

A few months later Buckskin Sam had the honour of being Augustin 
Siliceo’s best man on the joyful occasion of his marriage with Lena 

Castro. | , 

- The wedding took place at the residence of Don Jose, her father, 
at San Antonio, and of all Buckskin Sam’s friends who had followed 
_ the long trail from Don Brogado’s haunt not one was absent. 

But best of all was the sight of a noble-looking, white-haired woman 
who, with a quiet dignity, watched the ceremony that joined the “wo 
| for eternity. | : 
The wife of Den Jose had recovered her scattered senses, and, though 
almost childlike in the simplicity of her manner, would henceforth be 
to him the loving partner of whom, for so many wretched years, he 
had dreamed. 


THE END. 


Another BuFFraLo Brun Novet is published with this book: 


286. THE DEAD-SHOT PARDS 


Two new numbers are added to this popular series every 
month. Always ask the Newsagent for ALDINES. 
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VO TE The Editor of Buffalo Bill Novels strongly recom- 
,@ mends the two books here advertised. He has read 
-_ them himself, and found them full of thrilling adven- 
{ ture and graphic descriptions of various phases of the Great War. Just 
the kind of stories which his readers will delight in. 


Strongly Bound in Stiff Boards, with 
Coloured Pictorial Jacket and Frontispiece 
On Sale at all Booksellers and Newsagents 


* Price &2/—~ net each 


(Post free from the address below 2/4 each) 


MACKLIN OF THE 
LOYALS 


By MICHAEL POOLE 







This story of Sergeant Macklin is 7 
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of the Western rin will be 
followed with breathless interest 
by boys and girls of all ages. 


_ CHUMS OF THE 
NORTHERN PATROL 


“4 
= By E. L. McCKEAG 


An amazingly exciting story of 
the adventures of two Naval 

Midshipmen in the time of the 
Great War of 1914-18. With kis 

- a own Naval experiences to help 
sj him, the author here presents us 

ot with a yarn wherein incident 
follows incident with almost be- 
wildering rapidity. 
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Two Splendid New Volumes in the Wingrove 
Willson Series of Big Adventure Books 
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GREAT WAR . 


The finest book of var 
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